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SHAM BATTLE 


He had taken off his shirt. She pressed her 
white teeth savagely into his shoulder* Her long 
nails clawed his back, leaving red streaks. 

Face savage, he jerked her away, holding her 
at arm's length, his lips working. To him she was 
a feather. He lifted her off the ground. He stared 
at her. Her teeth had left a red ring in his flesh. 

She fought his grip. She bit his forearm. He 
yelped, dropped her. He lunged for her. She ran, 
but he caught her. He held her in his arms. She 
kicked, grunted, fried again to bite. 

Passion reddened his huge face. His eyes be¬ 
came glistening and narrow. He carried her to 
the bed, dumped her. She tried to squirm off. 
He caught her, hands pinning her down. . . * 
Her frenzied anger had achieved its purpose! 
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The beach apartment was hot. The lowering Calif¬ 
ornia sun burned in through the picture window that 
looked out on the Pacific two hundred yards away. 
Jim Harrigan worked feverishly, hunched over his 
drawing board on the dining room table. 

The white tablecloth lay on the floor. Surrounding 
it were shards of broken blue glass. Inspiration had 
hit him suddenly, demanding action. The flower bowl 
had smashed as he had jerked the cloth from the 
table. 

Both cloth and bowl were expendable. 

His thoughts were not. 

He worked rapidly. Inspiration passed, his pencil 
and T-square bringing it, with a half-dozen lines, into 
order, solidifying the first raw concept. Now only 
the finishing touches remained. These, too, had taken 
concrete form in his mind—from here on, the project 
was simply a matter of mechanical drawing. 

He wore swim trunks. He had lived at the beach 
for a month and the California sun had put a deep 
tan on his young body; swimming had made him 
muscular and flat-bellied. He was tall, a fraction over 
six feet, and his weight was down to one-fifty-two. His 
face was thin, the cheekbones standing out. He 
needed a haircut—a wisp of brown hair kept falling 
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in his face. He brushed it back absently. Some day 
he would get a crew cut. Sweat covered his back with 
silky smoothness. He worked on, time, space, or cir¬ 
cumstances existing only in the fine lines growing on 
the board. 

Tins time, he d hit the jackpot. 

Hunched over, he kept on working. 


Had he looked through the picture window, he 
would have seen her. She spent a miserable two hours 
on the beach, hoping to still the discordant wants of 
her body. 

First, she had tried the waves. She had waded out, 
the water kissing her calves, then her knees, then her 
thighs, cool and satisfying. Until now the waves had 
always driven the animal passions out of her, stirring 
their own lusts throughout her beautiful body, but 
today they had not assuaged her needs—had, in fact, 
served only to intensify them. 

She had let a breaker carry her back to the beach. 
The huge wave enveloped her and she let herself be¬ 
come part of it, her body tingling, her breasts firming 
under its vital caress. Hissing in angry frustration 
against the gray sand, die wave deposited her on the 
shore, then withdrew back into the ocean, its brief 
identity lost in the blue swells. 

She was angry, too. Frustrated. 

A group of high school kids cavorted nearby. She 
watched them. The boys especially intrigued her. 
They wore skimpy trunks that hid little of their 
brown, muscular bodies. They ran and hollered and 
made horseplay. Sex was m their every movement— 
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die way they rolled the girls over on the sand, the 
way they slashed into the waves. 

They were young male animals and with a wry 
smile she visualized them rutting like buck deer, It 
would be quick at first, a flash of fire, but the second 
time would be slower—she thought of their final right- 
ness with heat. 

And those girls with them-they filled their swim- 
bras, but so did she. 

She was still firm-fleshed at twenty. Those girls- 
those young things with their adolescent curves, their 
flaring hips-they didn’t know what a man was for! 
Or, if they did know, they did not show their knowl¬ 
edge, hiding it under a cloak of modesty. 

Her heart hammered. She wished she had one of 
those boys-that big blonde one-in her room to show 
him what love was. .. 

A man sat down beside her. He was heavy, about 
forty, and his hair was dark, but she knew at a glance 
it was touched up. 

He said, "You look lonesome, miss.” 

“Missis,” she corrected. 

He said, “Oh, I see.” He pulled up his bony legs, 
put his arms around his knees and gazed at the sea. 
She knew he wanted to look at her lying on her back. 
He would start at her feet, let his eyes move upward 
slowly to her knees, drink in the luxury of her thighs, 
dwell on her slender waist, finally rest on her up¬ 
surging breasts pushing angrily against the swim-bra. 

And his eyes would get no further—until he had 
made up his mind. 

She wanted none of him. Good for once a week 
or less. 

“I’m waiting for my husband,” she said. “He’s 
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dressing.” She smiled slowly. “Or should I have said 
undressing” 

“Undressing, I guess,” His tone was sow. He got 
to his feet and left* 

And she had the high school boys left to watch, but 
shortly they, too, gave up, walking toward the board¬ 
walk and their jalopies, arms around their girl friends. 

She realized the sun was sinking low and shivered. 
She got to her feet, picked up the beach bag contain¬ 
ing her skin lotions, shook out her red beach towel 
and trudged toward the apartment. 

She could see him through the picture window, 
working. AH the time drawing, T-square, and tri¬ 
angles, measuring inches, half-inches, eighth-inches. 
The first week he*d been heaven in bed. The second 
week he'd started working. He’d worked for three 
weeks now, throwing away drawing after drawing, 
wadding them up, cursing and heaving them into his 
wastebasket. The second week he had noticed her 
only twice; the third week, once—this was the fourth 
week and she was still waiting. 

Brother ; she thought, you’ll have to go * 

You’re finished. 

You’re through. 

You’re kaput. 

Yes, you bastard, and you’re broke, too! 


When she came into the apartment she banged the 
door and this brought him out of his transfixed condi¬ 
tion. He scowled angrily at her, then caught himself. 
The scowl changed to a smile, 

“Have a nice time, Daddy?” 
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She flung her towel on the davenport. “Nice time— 
alone?” She stared at the tablecloth and the broken 
bowl. She was the sloppiest housekeeper he’d ever 
known, but now she asked, “What happened?” 

“It hit me like that.” 

‘What hit you?” 

“This idea—hunch. The perfect house. I’ve just 
about got it made. I don’t have a name for it yet.” 

“You damn idiot! That wasn’t your bowl. It be¬ 
longs to tire landlord. You can’t go around breaking 
up other people’s property!” 

Two days ago, in anger, she had thrown a hair¬ 
brush at him. He had been shaving, had ducked and 
the brush had shattered the medicine cabinet mirror. 
She had said nothing then about the landlord’s prop¬ 
erty. 

“I’ll pay him.” 

“With what?” 

He didn’t answer. She stared at him, blue eyes 
ugly, flat. He went back to his work. Inside him 
butterflies trembled; his hand was unsteady. He 
heard her go into die bedroom. She slammed the 
door. She was a great door-slammer. 

Christ, he thought. When we first met 1 wanted to 
marrtf her ... thanks, God, for the good luck . . . One 
more month of her and he’d have an ulcer, for sure. 
No wonder so many married men, loaded down with 
women they loved and wouldn’t leave, got ulcers. 

He glanced at the calendar in the kitchen, smiling 
tighdy. Rent was due tomorrow. Tomorrow would 
come the crisis. Either she left before tomorrow, or 
he left. 

He heard her come out of the bedroom. Her bare 
feet made sounds in die hall. She was naked. 
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He said, “The drapes aren't pulled/’ 

“I can see. Dammit, if you'd pulled them it’d be 
cooler in here. And dammit, you haven’t got the con¬ 
ditioner onT 

She hit the switch. Air started to purr through the 
conduits and registers with a slithery sound. She 
threw herself on the davenport, kicking her beach 
bag and towel to the floor. 

He pretended to work on his drawing. Actually he 
watched her, peering sidewise. She put her hands 
behind her head. The movement made her big 
breasts rise even higher, made their brown-tipped 
points rigid. She could not be seen from the picture 
window—the davenport was against the far wall. A 
sluggishness touched his blood. 

“Oh, God,” she moaned. 

He knew what she wanted. She had turned to him 
last night, moaning and whimpering, her full thigh 
over his leg. She had kissed him warmly, possessively, 
her lips smashing his, her breasts moving against his 
chest. He had lain silent, body tense, muscles rigid— 
and no blood had risen to hammer his veins or pound 
in his arteries. 

She had fallen asleep finally, but he had lain awake 
on his back, trying to dream out of darkness the plans 
that now lay rough-sketched on his drawing board. 
Vaguely in the back of his mind had been the mem¬ 
ory of someone—maybe a teacher?—droning that sex 
was creative energy and a man or woman had just so 
much of it to spend. During creative periods the 
artist or architect, writer or musician could afford 
little sex—one reason talent-driven people often ex¬ 
hibited sexual vagaries. 

He studied her now. Brief panic chilled his vitals. 
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A woman had the importance of being a woman. A 
perfect house plan had for him, at the moment, the 
importance of twenty thousand dollars. Had he, in 
the last few hours, traded his enjoyment of a woman 
for the unfleshed creation taking shape on his drawing 
board? The thought was terrifying. 

He saw her lift both legs high-golden legs with the 
light outline of her swim suit showing around her 
hips. She brought her ankles together, swinging her 
legs overhead. Then, slowly, she parted her legs, mov¬ 
ing them in small circles, exercising, her belly con¬ 
cave, rib cage rising, breasts taut, thrusting. Then, 
slowly, she rolled on her side putting her smooth 
back to him. 

He looked at her gracefully sloping shoulders and 
his gaze traveled down her smooth back to her hips. 

He laid down his pencil. 

He smiled. 

He padded silently across the room and sat on the 
edge of the davenport, feeling the cushion settle 
under his weight. Doddy felt his presence, but said 
nothing. Nor did she turn. He could see only the 
high plane of her left cheek that slanted down to her 
mouth and chin, to her rather stubby nose, the lift 
of a painted eyebrow. 

He put a hand on her curving thigh. 

She did not move, but he felt her flesh respond. He 
heard the dim pound of breakers outside the hushed 
apartment. 

He wondered, Can I do anything ... or is the 
dream tacked forever on the drawing board? “Euclid 
alone has looked on beauty bare . . .” Edna St. Vin¬ 
cent Millay once wrote. A line is the shortest distance 
between two points ... 
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Her thigh was beauty bare, and not the least Eucli¬ 
dian. 

“Doddy ” he said. 

She didn t look at him. <e What do you want? You've 
got your drawing, rememberF' 

“XVe got the main points dubbed in.” 

“Why don't you go back to it?" 

He still kept Ws hand on her thigh. 

“Tve got the right plan this time/' he said, ‘This 
will bring us the twenty thousand. I know it will.” 

“You said that about two other plans. Then you 
threw them both away. You won't win a thing/' 

“Thanks." 

His mind flicked back to a little over a month ago. 
They'd flunked him out of college and he'd come 
home but the old man had given him the door. 
“Here's a hundred bucks. Now get out and stay out. 
You're no good. All you want to do is sit and draw 
houses or bridges or some other goddamn thing ” 

He'd taken the hundred bucks. Beggars could not 
be choosers. He had hit Route 66 and at the end of 
it—the western end—had been Santa Monica. He had 
met Daddy in a small bar. Dorothy Benson, and he 
didn't know where from or of what, but there she was, 
and she had smiled at him, and they had gotten 
drunk and landed in his hotel room. The next day 
they had taken this apartment. 

She was playing the movies, she said. She referred 
to some mysterious person she called ‘Tier agent.” 
Soon he would get her a small part. She made trips 
across town to Hollywood and the Strip. 

But so far she had not been called. 

The end of the first bed-swaying, spring-kilHng 
week and it had dawned on him—he was a handy 
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meal ticket. Although he had never asked or looked 
for it, he figured she had some money—maybe not 
much, but some, and this she was hanging onto. And 
here they were with her lying with her back to him 
and his hand playing on her hip. 

He moved his hand over the curve of her thigh. He 
moved it slowly, feeling his blood rise, his fingers 
touching her calm flesh, moving down to settle be¬ 
tween her legs, warm and snug and homey. 

She rolled suddenly on her back. His hand stayed 
where it was. 

“What do you want?” 

He smiled. “The same thing you want.” 

Her blue eyes went over his face. They narrowed, 
moved along his cheeks with their blue-whitness, 
for no matter how often or close he shaved, bis face 
always showed dim whisker stubble. 

“Maybe I don’t want it from you?” 

Anger flushed his face. “Damn it, you’ll get it 
whether you want it or not. You can’t lead me this 
far-” 

She tried to sit up. He put the flat of his hand be¬ 
tween her big breasts and shoved her down. She wet 
her red lips with her tongue. 

“I don’t think you can do anything. I think it’s all 
in your head, damn you—” 

“Ill show you.” 

More than he, a single man, was suddenly at test- 
all of man was being tested. The result was savage, 
brutal—it was long of duration. She moaned and 
whined. Then it was over in a dazzling burst of ful¬ 
fillment, and she still lay there, panting, her body 
tamed and subdued. 
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But the future was in her eyes and in her voice, too, 
when she said, “That did no good .” 

He got to his feet* He walked to the edge of the 
picture window and pulled the drapes* They refused 
to slide* He cursed all traverse rods—these in partic¬ 
ular—jerked again, and grudgingly, slowly, they 
moved in, swinging to meet and put the room in a 
semidarkness, 

“That did no good,” she said again, “That doesn't 
pay the rent tomorrow.” 

“IT pay it” 

“Where will you get the money?” Her voice did 
not hold dejection—it held mockery. “You re broke 
and nobody in town will lend you sixty dollars.” 

He saw through her mockery. To her, what had 
happened between them meant not a thin g. She 
was deviling him. 

He looked at his shoulder. Her fingernails had dug 
deep* She had spoken the truth. Outside of the land¬ 
lord he knew no one but her—he had been glued to 
his drawing board. Besides, he was tired of this apart¬ 
ment, these jangles, this booming, restless sea. 

Perhaps, also, tired of her. 

She said cynically, “Good luck, stupid*” 

He dressed and left. He walked out the back door, 
which was level with the street. At once he was in a 
different world. Cars plunged by, spewing gasoline 
fumes—they roared on, a stream never ending. The 
high brick wall kept the sound from the apartment 

He was not going out to borrow money. 

He knew he wasn't. She did, too* One for the road, 
he thought, remembering he had a dollar and forty 
cents. He walked down the street, moving through 
people, meeting people, all hurrying, worrying, living 
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out thin lives in their narrow worlds, all afraid the 
outside would fall on them-like a brick wall toppled 
in an earthquake—to crush them, stifle them and 
theirs, with all their problems. 

There was gauntness in his face, showing in the 
hollows under his cheekbones, and his belly was 
corded rope, holding no fat. He wore polished shoes, 
creased gray slacks, a wild Hawaiian sport shirt. He 
belonged, at least in garb-he was one of the group. 


The sign said, harry’s haven. 

Good a place as any, 

Douglas had spilled loose its day crew, other plants 
had spat out men and the bar was busy, with tin hats 
all over the place. He glanced at the clock—it said 
ten to five. 

He’d give her till six. 

He edged in at the end of the bar and waited. Two 
bartenders sweated, joked, knocked off bottle caps, 
hit spigots. Finally one saw him. 

“Draught?” 

“Yes.” 

The mug went under the tap. Beside him sat a 
working stiff, big butt sagging over his stool. The stiff 
looked at him. The stiff wore a tin hat. His blue shirt 
was faded from washings and sweat and his armpits 
showed dark rings. He was the type who hammered 
rivets. 

Jim was not that type. 

The stiff said nothing, and his dislike was apparent. 
He killed his beer, wiped a hairy hand across his 
mouth, eased bis butt off the stool. 
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“fd take another/" he told the bartender, “but the 
old lady would kill me/ 5 

“Got one just like her, Hanson/" 

Hanson wiped his mouth again, glanced at Jim, 
said nothing and walked away, Jim took his seat. It 
was still warm, Hanson must be like Doddy—he had 
a hot rear end, too. Maybe Hanson and Doddy ought 
to get together. In spite of Hanson's old lady. 

The beer was cold. Also it cost only twenty cents. 
Most joints charged at least two bits. A man could 
buy seven beers with his buck forty. Jim hadn't eaten 
all day. Seven beers on an empty belly could get a 
man drunk. He didn't want to get drunk. He had work 
ahead of him. 

He studied his problem from all angles. What was 
in her favor? 

She was, in a way, company. She could talk, al¬ 
though sometimes her words didn't make much sense. 
She fought too hard, too personally. 

She was somebody—a human. She was warm, alive. 
Yes, she was company—in a limited sense. 

He would concede that 

Good point number two? 

He could not find one. He had his share in bed. 
She was neither good nor bad, certainly not good 
enough to keep him from getting tired of her. 

Bad points? 

She could not—and would not—keep house. The 
apartment was like a pigpen, all the time. He had 
washed dishes. He had run the vacuum. He had taken 
their clothes to the cleaners and the laundry to the 
Ready Wash. He had ironed his own shirts. While she 
was out, looking for other suckers. 
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Not that he was a sucker, quite. She did not in¬ 
trude on his drawing board. 

Other bad points? 

She boozed a lot, She always had liquor on her 
breath although he didn't know where she hid her 
bottle. He had never looked. When she got drunk 
she wanted sex. All the time, sex. Perhaps her drink¬ 
ing was not too serious. Drunk or sober, she wanted 
sex. 

Nymphomaniac? 

Well, let her work herself up in Hollywood. Get 
under a good director and work up. He laughed at 
that. She would not move an inch in Hollywood—not 
with that setup. Hollywood had thousand's more 
beautiful than she—and contrary to the popular no¬ 
tion, there were some smart guys in Hollywood, Men 
who insisted on talent along with the beauty and 
the willingness. 

He drank three more beers. He did not want too 
many—he had to watch his wallet, such as it was, and 
he had a night's work ahead of him. 

Maybe he was all wrong. Maybe, when he got back, 
she would not be gone. But when he came into the 
apartment at six a.m. he knew that she had departed, 
all right. 

He could feel it in the air. The walls whispered the 
knowledge back to him. The tension was gone—the 
place was relaxed like a corpse before rigor mortis. 
It was full of emptiness. 

To make sure he went to the bedroom. 

He examined the closet. Her two suitcases were 
gone. Her dresses, shoes, briefs, everything—she had 
left nothing but a memoiy, and the memory held 
little. 
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He said softly, “Jinn Harrigan, by God, you re free.” 

He thought, This calls for a drink. * * 

He rummaged under the sink. Her bottle was not 
there. Suddenly he had a thought and went to the 
bathroom. He took off the cover of the toilets re¬ 
servoir. 

He saw it, then—the bottle. It stood against the 
reservoir wall at the tip of the float. He took it out, 
wiped it clean, saw it was half full. Bourbon. He 
studied the label Like Doddy, the brand was not 
good, not bad. 

She had left something behind, at that. 

He turned on the light over the table. He got a 
water glass and die bottle, put them on the table 
beside his work. He worked and drank. He worked 
all night, hunched over the board, occasionally reach¬ 
ing, without looking, for the bourbon, 

Doddys bourbon. 

Dawn finally came. 

He studied his drawings carefully. The overall 
plan, each room broken down, kitchen complete to all 
accessories—and there was something of her in those, 
too. The house was designed for a bad housekeeper 
—it would be easy to clean. He put the plans into an 
envelope after making sure he had his name and 
home address on each drawing. He sealed the enve¬ 
lope. 

He got House Wonderful magazine from the rack, 
thumbed through it, found the right address, wrote it 
on the envelope, also his address, and licked it shut, 
sealed it with tape. He mailed it the cheapest way he 
knew of, labeled educational material. 

He threw his tilings hurriedly into two suitcases 
and heaved the grips into his old car, remembering 
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that he owed two payments on the wreck. He left the 
key in the apartment door and a forwarding address 
in his mail box, A “General Delivery” address. 

He drove to the curb mail box in front of the post 
office, kissed the envelope, shoved it into the slot, 
then drove on to Western Union. 

His father had sent him a hundred bucks. More 
than enough to square Jim’s rent, making sure mail 
addressed to the apartment would be forwarded 
rather than confiscated. The old man was a good guy. 
The old man had reason to be disappointed in him. 
He had loused up everything he had tried to do. 

Where would he go now? 

Santa Barbara? 

He had never been in Santa Barbara, though he 
had heard a lot about the place. Maybe he could 
snag a job there. Drafting. Drawing other people’s 
ideas, other people’s plans. 

He pointed the old car toward Highway 101. 
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When the good news came, some eight months 
later, he was shilling for a gambling den in Las Vegas, 

His house plans, the magazine said, henceforth 
would be known as Home Magnificent. 

The letter had been forwarded from that beach 
apartment through several addresses-including his 
fathers. 

He had kept in touch with the old man. 

The check was for twenty thousand. There was a 
contract with it. The contract stated he was signing 
the plans one hundred per cent over to House 
Wonderful 

He signed the document, slipped it into the 
return envelope. What the hell was the difference? 
He had twenty grand. He knew they could build a 
million houses on this plan. He knew that with only 
a dollar royalty a house he would have a million dol¬ 
lars—maybe. 

He had twenty thousand. Enough he thought. Why 
bother with a million? 

He was half-drunk that day. With tequila, claret, 
whiskey and beer. 

The girl sat on the davenport. She was drinking 
wine. She wore no clothes. She danced in the French 
line in the Can Can, Except for a G-string, the girls 
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at the Can Can danced nude. This one was proud 
of her nudity. She loved to swing in the line, hun¬ 
dreds of hungry eyes licking over her proportions, 
until she had acquired the habit of walking around 
naked. He had to remind her to put on her clothes 
when they left the apartment. 

She was a shrew. 

When she got too drunk, she grew angry. Her 
voice rose to the high wailing pitch of a turpentined 
magpie. She was close to drunk now. 

“You get a letter, sweetie?” 

“From my father,” he said. 

She had not seen the check. He had shielded it 
by turning away from her. 

He heard her leave the davenport. Her bare feet 
padded across the carpet. He shoved the check back 
into the envelope. She came up behind him and put 
her arms around his neck. 

“Darling, is it hot in here—or is it just me?” 

“You're too young for the menopause. It must be 
the heat.” 

“Isn’t the air-conditioner working?” 

“It’s only seventy in here.” 

“Darling, what did you sign? I saw you take out 
your ballpoint.” 

“Just made a notation.” 

“A notation? For what?” 

“An idea for a drawing.” 

“You and your damn drawings! You pay more at¬ 
tention to that damn drawing board than you do 
to me.” 

He almost said, “If I’m not giving you enough, go 
out and get some on the side,” but he held back in 
time, for tire suggestion would only make her mad. 
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And when she got mad, she looked for the butcher 
knife. She was meaner than a snakepit* 

He said, "Lets have another drink, sweetheart” 
“Good idea/’ 

He poured two glasses of wine, gagging mentally. 
He said, “To the future,” 

“Our future.” 

"Our future,” he corrected. 

He decided to get her drank This was her night off. 
He got another bottle of wine from the refrigerator. 
He poured a water tumbler full, gave it to her. Sud¬ 
denly she put the glass on the table. She lay on her 
back on the thick carpet She looked at her legs, then 
at him, eyes slanted wickedly* 

"I have beautiful legs,” 

“Yes,” 

She raised her head and looked at her belly* “My 
belly is as flat as when I was sixteen*” 

“You have a lovely body,” 

He was lying. Drink was adding fat to her, es¬ 
pecially around the middle. He couldn’t understand 
why—wine drinkers were supposed to stay slim. But 
another month of heavy boozing and she would be 
out of the chorus line. Well, she could start selling 
it then—he had no plans for her. She could go into 
one of the big call houses. Fifty bucks a night, some¬ 
times—but mostly something like ten. After a while, 
five. 

She started pumping her legs in the air, as if she 
were riding a bicycle upside down, "I need exercise.” 

He went into the kitchen. The apartment had 
a back door. She could not see him. He slipped out 
the door and into the alley. Once safe there, he 
breathed deeply, marveling at his fortune. 
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Almost fourteen hundred entries, the letter said, 
and his had won first prize, the twenty thousand. 

He walked to the post office, read the letter again. 
There was a questionnaire with it. His background? 
College? His degrees in architecture? His age? Pres¬ 
ent employment? Future plans? What will you do 
with this check? He threw the questionnaire into the 
wastepaper basket. He kept the letter. He would keep 
it always. 

He licked the return envelope and mailed back 
the contract. Then he went to the savings department 
of the local building and loan association. 

“I want to deposit seven thousand dollars in a 
savings account.” 

The girl looked at the check. She called the man¬ 
ager. The manager called the magazine in New York. 

“There’ll be thirteen thousand left for you,” the 
manager said. 

“I’ll take it in travelers’ checks.” 

“Going to travel now?” 

“Around the world.” 

“You’re lucky.” 

Jim did not say he wasn’t. Actually, he didnt 
know. 

He did not return to the apartment for his clothes. 
Thirteen grand would buy a lot of clothes. He caught 
a taxi to the airport. The regular airline had no extra 
space. A private plane was ready to leave for Los 
Angeles. 

“They might have room for you.” 

They had room. 

It cost him fifty dollars. 
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Santa Rico, California, lies among the pine-thick 
Gabilan Mountains, about eighty miles southeast of 
San Francisco, where the natives go into rages if 
you call the town Frisco. It is a sleepy town, a 
lovely town, Full of roses, linanas, bougainvillaea— 
and more roses. Untouched by the howling speed¬ 
ways, it is the place in Calif ornia where the elephants 
come to die. 

Before the last big blow-up the elephants had 
made their millions robbing people in farm mach¬ 
inery, the stock market, lead, zinc, and other as¬ 
sorted metals. For a few years the town was almost 
deserted, with lonely caretakers grooming the im¬ 
maculate lawns and hedges. The desertions came be¬ 
cause California had instituted a state income tax. 

Then came the big flare-up. The elephants re¬ 
turned, complete with solid gold tusks. The elephants 
had so much money they no longer minded state in¬ 
come taxes, They moved back into their rambling 
mansions. They filled up empty swimming pools so 
huge as to be affected by tides. 

They saw that no war industry came into Santa 
Rico, They grumbled over champagne, caviar and the 
fact that the gardener, who used to get seventy-five 
bucks a month—and was glad of the job—now got 
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three hundred and wanted four hundred, because he 
just couldn’t feed his wife and kids on three hundred 
lousy bucks a month. 

The war touched Santa Rica in only one way. The 
elephants got longer and weightier trunks. The 
biggest battle locally was between the elephants and 
their hired help over wages. 

The war finally ended, as all wars must. And the 
elephants remained to clip their coupons each morn¬ 
ing at breakfast with sharp scissors. They passed or¬ 
dinances. 

No big highway could pass through Santa Rico. 

You could not build a shack that had less than ten 
thousand square feet of floor space and it had to be 
on at least two acres of land. Town limits were run 
out five miles on each side. No stinking subdivision 
for sweaty plebeians could be built in Santa Rico. 

With the exception of one mansion, all the big 
houses were occupied. Only the Harling estate had 
no family in its huge shell. 

The entire Harling family was dead. There had 
been but two sons. The last had been killed in the 
Leyte invasion. 

Nobody seemed to know who owned the Harling 
mansion. Nobody seemed to care. But the gardener 
kept up the lawns and hedges and other appearances. 


She was twenty-seven. She had been married twice, 
once for three weeks, the next time for six. She was 
five feet five, her hair was jet black and she weighed 
one hundred and twelve pounds. She smoked ciga¬ 
rettes in chain fashion and drank the same way. 

On this particular night she was pretty looped. 
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ft IVe got these goddamned millions,” she said* She 
blew smoke upward* "I want to help people * 

Jim Harrigan nodded* "That is a wonderful idea,” 
he said* He thought, You can give me a million or 
two , I wont object . * . 

She filled her lungs with smoke. She looked like 
a prime donna grabbing air to start in on a high note* 
She had a good lung capacity. When her rib cage 
moved, her breasts fairly pushed out of her gown—if 
you could call her dress by that name. But he had 
heard most of her high notes. 

He could look down into the V of her breasts* For 
a small woman, she certainly was built big, he thought. 

Hunger rose in him, possessed him—but not because 
he needed a tussle on the sheets. He merely needed 
a change, and this looked inviting. He had heard 
about her two husbands. They surely hadn't thrown 
in the sponge because she lacked physical endow¬ 
ments. Something else. She probably had a hard, 
cutting tongue. 

Maybe she was another nympho. 

He hadn't forgotten the first one, Doddy. 

Suddenly this one peered at him. She had slanting, 
almost Oriental eyes, but the irises were green. She 
had a nice nose. Her mouth was a little too small. 
She had a beautiful body but not a beautiful face. She 
was good-looking, nothing more—but she had eighty- 
two million “goddamned” bucks. 

They made her beautiful, 

"You remember me, don't you?” 

"Yes, I do, Miss Jamison .” 

"Call me Cynthia, Jim, Cyn for short” She blew 
more smoke, "Hell, that's a laugh-Cyn. Sounds like 
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sin. How was my can-can the other night at the 
Wilson party?” 

“Wonderful.” , 

Everybody had been loop-legged. She d stnpteased 
on the table and tried to dance the can-can, drunk. 
Jim had appreciated her effort, not her dancing. 

“You’re kidding.” _ 

“Why should I kid you? Maybe you don t remem¬ 
ber I danced with you. 

She studied him. “Oh, that was you, was it. 

Jim wanted to change the subject back to eighty- 
two million bucks. He had some three hundred be¬ 
tween living as he did and having to go to work Of 
course, he had the new Cad, but the car had taken 
most of the seven thousand he had left in Nevada. 
This looked promising. He had better take it easy. 

Always the best way. „„ 

“Are you really interested in what I said, Jim. 

“I certainly am. I’ve given the idea some thought. 
You mentioned it at Wilson’s, remember?” 

“Oh, yes. I remember.” 

She did not remember. He knew it. She knew it. 
The handsome face of Matthew Van Lo bster 
bloomed out of the dusk. "How are you two debs get¬ 


ting along?’ , ,i 

Matthew had one hundred and six million dollars. 

Jim had met him in Rome. They had drunk their way 
to Paris, then London, over to Belfast, finally to 
Cuba For some reason Matt had attached himself 
to Jim. Jim couldn’t figure it out. Matt apparently 
was a lush, otherwise normal. As normal as a hunched 
million bucks. Through Matt, Jim had gotten into 
this high-toned social set. 
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“My cousins,” Matt said. “Always plotting.” 

He faded back into the night. 

“Where were we?” Cyn asked. 

You wanted to do something for people" Tim 
reminded. J 

“Oh, yes.” The smoke belched forth again. “You’re 
an architect, aren’t you?” 

I won a prize, Jim said. House Magnificent. One 
thousand and two square feet of floor space. To get 
to the bedrooms you don’t have to walk through 
the fourteen-by-sixteen living room. Three bedrooms 
-the master twelve by twelve-eight. Easy to buy and 
maintain. Yes, Fm an architect.” 

Drinking Iris way around the world had taken two 
years. An alcoholic blur. Now the United States, 
some figures said, had about thirty thousand houses 
built on the Home Magnificent plan. 

He might draw another winning plan. He was full 
of ideas. For two years, though, his ideas had not 
been fit to put on paper. 

“Could you teach architecture?” 

“I could. Why?” 

“Perhaps that’s the question. Could you do it at 
college level?” 

“Do you own a college?” 

“Not yet.” 

"You run away from me,” Jim said. 

Another volcano erupted from her lips, covering 
him with cigarette smoke. “I'm going to start a 
college. For—ah—people less fortunate than our- 
selves ” 

“Less fortunate?” He made it a question. “Where?” 
“Santa Rico, in California.” 

Jim nodded. Humor her, he thought. ‘Tve been in 
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Santa Rico. Not for long, Just drove through—stopped 
off for lunch. Millionaires and big mansions all over 
the place. You have to step carefully around the ele¬ 
phant tusks.” 

“You—what?” 

“Never mind.” 

“You were talking about Santa Rico. Tm going to 
live there. I’m going to start a school there. I don’t 
know what kind, though—co-ed, or just men or only 
women. I’m undecided.” 

“It would be quite a decision,” Jim said. “I’m in 
favor of all-female, as long as they’re less fortunate. 
Are you planning to build out there?” 

“I already have a huge building in Santa Rico. I 
inherited it. I’ve never seen it except in pictures.” 

“I follow." 

“I could start this college in it.” 

“A splendid idea,” Jim said. 

“Are you laughing at me?” 

“Of course not.” 

“Judging by the photos, I think it’s an eyesore. I 
want you to teach architecture in it.” 

He hesitated, sensing a trap. “I’m not qualified. 
Academically, that is,” 

“Oh, to hell with the academic angle. Most profs 
are just long-haired old fools. This college will have 
all young blood—something like that art institute in 
Mexico. My teachers will be experts in their fields, 
not in gathering dusty old degrees. You’ll pick them.” 

“I like the idea,” Jim said modestly. He felt both 
piqued and bored. He and Cyn would end the eve¬ 
ning dancing—with nuances eighty-two million bucks 
demanded. Vertical prostitution, he called it. 

“We start west in the morning,” she said. 
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“We?” 

Her slanting eyes held inner mirth. She blew smoke 
and through it he saw only her eyes—green and cat- 
sharp. She moved against him. He felt her breasts 
pushing, throbbing. Her thighs were against him, also 
throbbing. She dropped her hands to her side and 
this was no dance to music. 

She whispered, “Kiss me, Jim. Long, slowly, lov¬ 
ingly—if you remember how, Jim.” 

He remembered. 

Eighty-two million bucks had spoken. 
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Although the caretakers had aired out the huge 
rambling house there was still a musty smell in the 
room that even the rose bushes, blooming outside 
the window, failed to kill. The bedroom was twenty- 
four feet long and eighteen wide, Jim knew. He 
had paced it off. 

He and Cynthia Jamison were the only ones in the 
house. The help shared a cottage elsewhere on the 
ten acres. Cyn slept raw. Although the room was air- 
conditioned and cool she had pushed the covers down 
to her thighs. The table lamp, properly subdued, 
showed her spectacularly arching breasts and smooth 
stomach. She blew smoke upward, then put her 
cigarette in the tray beside the lamp. 

“Jim, darling?” 

“Yes?” 

“Are you sleepy?” 

Jim lay on his side. Her body was in direct line 
with his vision. She was well made—he had to admit 
that. 

“No,” he said. 

“I'm wearing you to a nubbin, aren’t I?” 

J im grinned. “There’s not much of me left,” he 
conceded. 

“I just love what we’re doing.” 
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“Good* 

“But when school starts, we can't go on like this. 
Well have to sleep in separate bedrooms. We'd have 
to be prim and sedate. ‘Yes, Miss Jamison.' Tm glad 
you agree, Mr. Harrigan.’ " 

“Well live through it.” 

She lit a new cigarette from the butt of the 
spent one. She turned to him. Her hand brushed his 
heavy brown hair gently. “I love that cowlick,” she 
said. "It makes you look so boyish and new, darling.” 

“I hate it” 

"Why?” 

“I’ve cultivated it for years because women like it. 
Actually, it's always getting in my vision when I 
work on my board. All my life I've hated it. So help 
me, one of these days I'm going to get a crew cut!” 

Her laughter was soft. “And lose something pre¬ 
cious?” 

Jim glanced at her. He wondered just what she 
meant. He had been wondering for some time. 

Things had moved fast. 

She had taken on the burden of supporting him 
without a qualm. She had bought two Cadillacs, one 
for him and one for her. They had driven to Santa 
Rico in hers. Later on, she planned to buy three 
station wagons for the school’s use. Unless he speci¬ 
fied otherwise. 

Matthew Van Hollister was going to drive Jim’s 
Cad out in September, when Matt was again going to 
tackle Stanford. 

Jim did not understand most of what had hap¬ 
pened. He was not handsome, or even good looking. 
He had no money. He was no gigolo, except that he 
had no future—not the way he was going, anyway. 
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His semal powers, he was sure* ran about the norm. 
Cynthia Jamison knew hundreds of wealthy men, 
young men, men who would give their eyeteeth to 
sink their molars into eighty-two million. But she 
wanted a school. , , , (ii 

He was not especially interested 

It made no sense. 

He had almost asked her, on several occasions, why 
she had selected him as a working partner but dis¬ 
cretion had held back the words—there was no use 
disputing the working of fate and eighty-two million 
good American bucks. Ot a comfortable cushion. 

He would ride the gravy train to the end of the 
line. When it hit the roundhouse, he would Cadillac 
away. 

No use rushing things. 

Sooner or later, the bonanza would end. All his 
attachments ended somewhere—for him, at least. 
Something, he reasoned, was wrong with him. His 
mother and father had been married for thirty-three 
years. They had produced two boys and a girl. His 
sister was married, lived on a farm, had a good 
husband and four kids, three girls and a boy. His 
brother had graduated from Minnesota and was the 
editor of a newspaper in a big Illinois town, Jim was, 
as their father said, the only no-good in the family. 

Jim had to get his mind off the old man. Jim had a 
wry taste in his mouth and the booze had not caused 
it. 

“Are you asleep, Jim?” 

“No.” 

“What do you think of this deal?” 

“What deal?” 

“Oh, quit joking. This college.” 
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Her cat-eyes were glistening. Her lips quivered. 
Jim thought, at that moment, that she was a little 
nuts, and knew he was right. Her time for college 
was long past. 

He gave this brief thought. 

He had not learned much about her that was not 
public gossip. She had never worked for money a 
day in her life. Her parents had died when she was 
young—both of them, a week apart. Twin accidents, 
he had gathered, though one might have been ar¬ 
ranged, The Marling family, close kin, had reared 
her. The Harlings had had two boys. One had gotten 
killed in a night club fight, an uncouth knife through 
his heart, Leyte had taken the other. 

It had been one of those fateful quirks. The death 
of their second son had driven Hailing and his wife 
into the gas chamber. In this case, the state had not 
furnished the gas—the Hailing Cadillac had. In a 
closed garage. 

The tragedy had made quite a splurge in the 
sheets. Especially when a will was discovered leaving 
everything to tire twice-orphaned Cynthia. 

“You haven’t answered me, Jim.” 

Tm thinking about your school” 

Actually, he had never believed in it. She had out¬ 
lined her plan on the way out. She had done lots of 
spade work. Her battery of attorneys in New York— 
and San Francisco—had worked out the charter. The 
handbook was now with the printers. The school 
would be liberal arts, all the way. The easy way. Her 
legal staff was already recruiting faculty members 
who would be no trouble—starting salaries were 
fifteen thousand a year for the right applicants. Col¬ 
lege teachers were fighting for die jobs. 
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“What position will I hold?” Jim had asked, 

“I thought you knew. You 0 teach courses in arch¬ 
itecture ” 

Tm no teacher * 

“Thais up to you. You won a well-publicized prize. 
Thousands o£ morons are living in your houses and 
seem to be happy. That s all the publicity I need,” 
So that was what it all hinged around. His lone¬ 
some prize. His mind skipped back to the dinky Santa 
Monica beach apartment of three years ago. Lots of 
water—and several women—had flowed over the dam 
since then, The girl he had been shacked up with— 
Doddy—had become one of a long list. 

Yes, there had been women since her. Sometimes 
he wondered how many. Once he had tried to count 
them, but ran out of memory, 

“I think you could also be a general business man¬ 
ager—you ve a good sense about money,” 

General business manager. He knew nothing about 
bookkeeping except that you had a debit and a credit 
and somewhere these evened out—unless you made or 
lost money. He had no experience in managing an 
office staff. He would turn it all over to a good ac- 
countant 

But three thousand a month and room and board 
were not bad. Not bad, at all. That was her idea of 
his salary. 

"Ill do my best,” he said. 

She smiled at him. “I know you will, darling. I 
wonder if IVe left any loopholes.” 

She expected to make not a cent ont of the college. 
The student body, to start, would be one hundred- 
all would attend on scholarships that paid for tuition, 
and books. About twenty students would live on the 



38 HARLING COLLEGE 

campus* Carpenters would get busy tomorrow build¬ 
ing housing behind the main building. These twenty 
would be the top honor students* those with the 
highest recommendations. 

"What are you thinking about, Jim?* 

"Going over all this in my mind* step by step,* 

"Ill keep quiet, then/' 

She puffed on her cigarette. He lay on his back 
and thought. He remembered talking to her head 
accountant who had been at the party last night. 

“She might as well throw her money into this 
hair-brained scheme as anything else. She might ac¬ 
cidentally help some serious-minded young person 
along. She could throw away twenty-dollar bills all 
day out in the street and never touch the principal 
of the money Harling left her. And she can write off 
this type of project when it comes to income tax/' 
"No way she can lose* then?” 

"No way at all/' 

“She must be raising hell with the faculties of lots 
of colleges,” Jim had said, 

“Hell, the eggheads are fighting to get on her pay¬ 
roll. After a year of what she considers satisfactory 
work th ey get a t wo- tho us an d-doUar bonus an d a 
ten-year tenure/’ 

“She should get the best brains at that price * 
“Shell get them. When this girl goes after some¬ 
thing, she gets it. If she made up her mind to get a 
social disease—just to see how penicillin shots felt— 
she'd get some stiff to work her over. First she'd send 
him to a doc to make sure,” 

Jim had hesitated* finally said it, "Is her dutch 
slipping?" 
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The accountant had shrugged thick shoulders, 
“She’s sex-crazy, I think.” 

Jims brows had lifted. 

The other, frowning, had said: “No, I can't say that, 
either. I guess a few of the young bucks here have 
had her, but I don’t know for sure—hell, I never saw 
the girl horizontal with anybody. Anyway, it's her 
money and she can't run out of it. So let's amble over 
and mooch a few drinks, huh?” 

Jim had remarked, “You say a faculty committee 
will review all applications for enrollment. That will 
have to be done soon if we're going to start on 
September twenty-seventh." 

“Some of the professors will be in soon. Most of 
them are on summer vacation or teaching summer 
school. Until then, I guess you and I will be the 
screening committee," 

Which had been the end of that conversation * * * 

Cyn filled her lungs with smoke. Again, the huge 
lung capacity came into display, her breasts rising 
high. ^ 

Jim's thoughts strayed. For God's sake, she wasn't 
in love with him, was she? It wasn't logical for her 
to be. They had met only a few days before. 

Suddenly he thought, / wonder what love is, * * 
maybe he wouldn't recognize it if he saw it. 

He had heard people talk about love, had seen 
couples who were said to be in love. He had never 
been in love. He had liked some of his women, sure 
^but never loved one, unless you could call sex love, 
as they did in books. 

He liked to have women around him. For company, 
if nothing else. He had been friendly with many. 
The friendliest thing a man and woman could do 
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was hit the sack together. There was no disputing 
that point. But if she loved him— 

“You shivered suddenly, darling.” 

“Picked up a touch of fever in Nairobi,” he lied. 

He had gotten dead drunk in Nairobi. There had 
been a fight in a Limey saloon—one of the big ones. 
He had awakened in a local clink. Authorities had 
turned him loose at noon, after he had promised to 
catch the next plane out. 

"That’s too bad.” 

"Doesn’t bother me much,” he said philosophically. 
“Doc said six months and I’ll be over it. Must have 
been a weak mosquito.” 

“Have you thought of anything I might have over¬ 
looked?” 

With eighty-two million bucks, did it matter? But 
he had to give the impression he was earning his 
three grand a month. 

“Yes,” he said solemnly. “I’ve thought of one thing.” 

She glanced at him. “And what is that?” 

He remembered his drive here. Southbound, you 
left the main highway, turned right to a two-lane 
road, and angled through tire hills until you came 
to Santa Rico. You went through the town—so clean 
you could eat off the streets—and drove up the valley, 
passing huge mansions rambling all over the hillsides 
with clipped lawns, neat hedges, trained trees, spark¬ 
ling, glistening, in the California sun. 

And then you came, finally, to the Harling mansion. 
You drove in the immense U-drive bordered with 
roses. You parked under an overspreading live-oak. 
And tried to guess the size of the house. 

Since you were an architect, houses were your line 
—aside from boozing and wenching—and you judged 
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the front of the house to he at least three hundred 
feet. The frontage was bisected by a huge archway, 
Mexican style, leading into a patio with three swim¬ 
ming pools and two flowers ponds. The patio was the 
middle of the U—two wings of the house extended 
back at least five hundred feet, facing each other, 
each with many doors under the mission tile roof* 

"What is it?” Cyn asked, A hint of impatience was 
in her voice* 

“This is a residential district, Cyn* There might 
be an ordinance against a school here.” 

She laughed quietly- “There was an ordinance,” 
she said. 

“Against a college?” 

“Against that—and other things. My lawyers took 
care of it. They reached the right people before the 
opposition could form. Of course, some of the people 
we ignored are pretty sore.” 

“How did you beat it?” 

“Money,” She made a relaxed, cat-like movement, 
small and sinuous* “Have you ever noticed that when 
a man gets a little power, he wants more? When you 
want to change an ordinance, you buy the officials 
who made it ” 

“Simple,” he admitted* 

She snuggled closer to him* “It takes genius to re¬ 
cognize the simple things. I didn't learn that in 
college* Papa taught me.” 

Was she laughing at him? 

Some amusement lurked in her eyes, but it was not 
directed at him, he decided* “Don't worry about the 
legal odds and ends, darling,” she said* Tve got law¬ 
yers to do that.” 

She got on one elbow, looked down at him* Her 
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eyes searched his face—his lips, his slanting cheek* 
bones, his high forehead. Their eyes locked. Her head 
came down slowly, her lips fumbled, found his, clung 
and her tongue made predatory excursions. 

She did not put her weight on him. 

She leaned forward just enough to let her breasts 
touch his chest. She moved slowly back and forth. 
Her breasts sent light ripples of liquid fire across his 
skin. 

Jim's blood quickened. His throat felt as if some¬ 
one had poured molten lead into it. His arms went 
around her, crushing her to him, her flesh hot under 
his fingertips. 

She began moaning, uttering short, whimpering, 
gasping, animal sounds. 

"‘Darling, darling!" Her words were tense, muffled. 
‘"Darling, can you reach the light?” 

Jim could. And did. 
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He wore a brown suit worth two .hundred bucks. 
The shirt was fifteen, the conservative brown tie, 
four-shoes, thirty-two bucks. He had shaved close 
and the cowlick kept slipping down. He looked 
young, on the ball, progressive and unafraid of the 
future. 

He was unafraid of the future. As far as he could 
tell, all his tomorrows would be one continous ball. 

His office had a ceramic tile floor. Heavy Italian 
drapes hung over the two windows looking out into 
the patio and the swimming pools. Italian drapes 
also covered the two windows that looked out on 
the lawn. Items on his huge desk were carefully ar¬ 
ranged. 

His noise-box buzzed. 

“Yes, Miss Tanner?” 

“Dr. Bowles is here for his interview.” 

“Send him in, please.” 

Dr. Bowles was a short, potbellied, heavy-faced 
man of about fifty. He wore a blue suit that needed 
pressing. Jim came around his desk and shook hands. 
He seated the doctor and returned to his chair. 

They talked, first, about mundane things—the 
state of the weather, how fine it was of Miss Jamison 
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to use her fortune for educational purposes . . , there 
was such a demand for trained men and women 
with the Russian threat always on the horizon* Jim 
thought of Cyn Jamison doing a striptease on the 
table at that wild New York party. 

He smiled. Why not? 

All the time, he was sizing up the good doctor. 

Dr. Bowles was an expert on the education of the 
early American—Navajo, Crow, Iroquois, or what 
have you. He had authored five accepted theses on 
the formal education of the Indian. 

Jim let the doctor talk while he mentally reviewed 
the others past life. The man had worked hard, ded- 
icatedly, absorbed in educational philosophy, looking 
for an area of education in which he could become 
well-known. He had seen the scarcity of experts 
on the education of the downtrodden redskin and 
had piled headlong into the beckoning vacuum. 
Every man needs to be needed. 

They talked for twenty minutes, Jim knew by 
then that the doctor had nothing new to offer either 
to the American redskin or his paleface brother. 

Nor ever would have. 

*1 have arranged an interview with Miss Jamison* 
Dr. Bowles. Please go to her office—if you wish— 
right down the hall. And thank you."* 

Dr, Bowles got to his feet. They shook hands. 
Dr. Bowles left. Jim flipped on the talk-box. 

“Cyn?" 

“Mr. Harrigan* please remember that here I am 
Miss Jamison/' 

Jim grinned, “Nobody is listening, Cyn. Fm send¬ 
ing a stuffed shirt to see you. A Dr. Bowles." 

“What do you think of him?” 
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“He s back with Custer. I thought his likes had 
all got wiped out on the Little Big Horn in seventy- 
six.” 

“Old and outdated?” 

“Not old chronologically, but a thousand years 
mentally. If he ever had an original thought it 
would kill him with a cerebral.” 

“Thanks for the warning, Jim.” 

“Not Jim, Miss Jamison. Mr. Harrigan.” 

"I’m sticking out my tongue.” 

Jim flipped the switch. 

He leaned back in his chair and lit a cigarette. 
The thought came to him that he was smoking as 
heavily as Cyn Jamison. Blame it on proximity, he 
thought, and then knew it was not so. His nerves 
felt as if they had been sandpapered. 

His thoughts flicked to Dr. Bowles. A stuffed shirt, 
a pompous little man, but still, he seemed to own 
something that he, Jim Harrigan, had not found. 
Bowles was important in his own eyes. Jim wondered 
why the idea bothered him. 

Bowles had found his goal in life. To him, the 
study of educating the American Indian was rich, 
rewarding. Whether Bowles was or was not a success 
or even useful, did not matter—he had found some¬ 
thing solid, something to give his existence purpose, 
meaning and intent. 

And what had he, Jim Harrigan, found? 

He had been kicked out of college at the end of 
his sophomore year. He would not conform, the 
dean had said. That, he thought, was one point in 
his favor—conforming never made for progress. 

All right, he told himself, but a conformist follows 
out his ideas to their limits and may overflow into 
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new areas , but what have I done? Boozed my way 
around the world . Wenched all l could , , . He 
looked at his big, immaculate office. He had not 
earned it. His lucky meeting with Cyn Jamison had 
put him here. 

Luck, nothing more. 

He flipped the switch connecting to Cyn's office. 
He heard her and Dr, Bowles talking. Cyn had 
considerately, left her intercom open. When the oc¬ 
casion arose, Cyn Jamison could be diplomatic. She 
could also become cold and heartless. He had 
warned her about the value of courtesy in starting 
a new enterprise. She was giving Dr, Bowles the 
axe and Jim found himself hoping she would do it 
with gentleness. He had a sudden sympathy for the 
doctor. 

He heard Cyn say, “Keep in touch with us, Dr. 
Bowles, As you know, we're still in the process of 
organizing—” 

Jim slowly closed the circuit. 

He was in the hall when Dr. Bowles left Cyn s 
office. "How did you come out?” he asked quietly. 

Dr. Bowles regarded him through his thick spec¬ 
tacles, “Not a chance * He smiled softly, *Tm afraid 
this may not be quite the place for my specialty to 
be fully effective—” 

“Fm sorry,” Jim murmured. 

He watched the doctor go down the hall and 
round the comer. He felt oddly frustrated. Cyn had 
followed his advice—but why had she? She was 
the boss—she had the eighty-two million. Perhaps 
eighty-two million dollars could not be wrong, but 
he could. 
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Back m his office, he flipped the intercom switch* 

“Yes?” 

“How did Dr* Bowles fare?” 

“We can t have a man with so narrow a specialty 
on the faculty* This is a liberal arts school.” 

Jim said, *Tve been thinking about him* First 
impressions are sometimes wrong*” 

“Mine aren't” 

The box went dead. 

Oh, well, he thought, what the hell* Why should 
he make problems—people had them without outside 
help* He glanced at his desk. He had an interview 
at two-thirty with a Dr. Melanie Moore* If nothing 
else, her name had alliteration. He pictured her as 
fat, owlish, aggressively academic. He glanced down 
at her folder, studied the enclosed snapshot* It was 
the passport photo variety, but showed a young 
woman. Her vital statistics—five feet three, dark 
brown hair, brown eyes, one hundred and eight 
pounds* Age: twenty-four* 

Twenty-four and a Ph. D ? 

High school grad at sixteen, B* A* at nineteen, 
leaped to Doctor of Philosophy during a teaching 
fellowship—psychology—at one of the good smaller 
colleges in the Los Angeles area. 

Unmarried. 

One year younger than 1 am , he thought, with a 
doctorate and three years of teaching behind her— 
and a man grows old in a hurry. 

He had half an hour to kill* He would see how 
the construction program was getting along. 

He went into the outer office, his secretary's do¬ 
main, His secretary was blonde, twenty-one, un¬ 
married, well-stacked. She had had two years of 
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college, some modeling, some business school. Her 
name was Martha Tanner. 

Jim had hired her over Cyn s wishes. 

"I don't want a pretty girl like that locked in 
there with you** 

“IVe got no couch in the office,* Jim pointed out, 
grinning. “What would you like me to have for a 
secretary? Some bony, angular, vintage female with 
horn-rimmed glasses? You said the accent in this 
college would be on youth/' 

'"Well, you’ve got a point there—” 

Jim raised his right hand. “Swear me in, honey. I 
swear, by the ancient gods, by Jove, Juno, and all 
the rest, I shall not touch her, except by unavoid¬ 
able accident while moving my carcass around the 
office/' 

“It had better be by accident only.” 

Jim's mouth tightened, but he said nothing. 

Miss Tanner was hired. 

Now, walking across the long and wide patio, he 
gave acid thought to Gyn Jamison, He and Cyn 
had lived on the campus for weeks. His own cabana 
had been finished about a week ago and he had 
moved into it. He had not touched Cyn sexually 
for three days. He had better do something about 
that tonight. Her claws had been getting sharp. 

But the thing that disturbed him principally was 
that he was losing his sense of freedom. He had 
the grisly impression that walls were moving in 
on him, inch by inch, hour by hour. Daily association 
had shown him Cynthia Jamison’s makeup more 
clearly. 

She had a brain, agile and quick, but under that 
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brain she harbored a woman's basic emotions* Jim 
had lately found himself wondering. about their re¬ 
lationship* It was not one in which he found too 
much satisfaction as an anchor to his thoughts* He 
was* he realized* not necessary to Cynthia Jamison— 
except as a private stud* This gave him no sense of 
inferiority* but her possessiveness bothered him. 
Nothing had been said between them about her hav¬ 
ing permanent or even exclusive rights to his services. 

He guessed she would be a hard woman in an 
argument She had a wicked temper, although it had 
not yet been directed personally at him* When the 
veneer of the finishing school was peeled from her, 
she could throw tilings with the lowest of women. 

He was not interested in the college* He could 
not bring himself to cany high the banner of art 
and education. He conceded that every art and 
science had basic* fundamental laws that might be 
taught and that architecture also had these laws, 
but he had learned what he knew on his own* And 
the way he figured was this: If you got too much 
of the other fellow's theories, you lost the initiative 
that made your talent your own. And too many 
theories led to a confusion of your own aims. 

He shrugged. 

The new buildings were to follow the architec¬ 
tural lines of the original Harhng mansion, the 
Spanish Mission style. The walls were two-foot 
thick adobe, the ceilings beamed, the floors con¬ 
crete, ceramic tiled. 

Cyn had made him construction overseer. 

He had a good foreman, a Mexican who knew 
this type of construction, could follow any blue- 
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print. Cyn didn't know it but Jim had practically 
turned all work over to the Mexican. 

“How are we coming, Joe?” 

The Mexican showed white teeth. “All right, 
boss.” 

“Going to be finished before the deadline?” 

“I think so. I’ll do my best. I’m almost sure we 
will.” 

“Did you ever tan a hide, Joseph?” 

Joseph glanced at him. “One time my brother 
and I tanned a bobcat hide. Why do you ask?” 

“If these buildings aren't finished by the time 
school starts, you’ll be tanning mine.” 

Joseph laughed. 

Jim inspected the buildings. Walls were up, win¬ 
dow frames in. Workmen were tiling floors. A 
plumber was hammering away. Jim stopped and 
watched an electrician install a wall plug. To get 
his romex cable down to the plug the electrician 
was jetting a hole with a garden hose. The hose ate 
down the center of the wail, spewing out mud and 
water. The electrician had a tape mark on the 
hose. When it got to the mark in the wall he pulled 
it out. 

He would drop his cable down the hole, cement 
it shut, dig a hole into the wall from inside, cement 
in die wall outlet, and be ready to tie into the main 
cable. 

Jim watched the work absendy, thinking of other 
things. 

Why was Cynthia Jamison starting this college? 
He was aware by now, after knowing her for almost 
two months, that the project was not motivated by 
any philanthropic impulse. Then, wjiy? The answer 
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had come to him after some long and serious thought. 
She wanted to show her mastery of other people, in¬ 
fluence their small destinies, and at the same time 
reap a measure of good publicity* 

Cyn was a glory seeker* 

His more serious conversations with her, usually 
conducted in bed, had told him more about her. As 
a girl she had tackled a musical career and failed. 
Next she had tried to write for a year—everything 
she wrote came back. Thee, through her family's in¬ 
fluence, she had been given a screen test, but even 
the Harling millions could not buy Hollywood for 
her. Aware of her unearned fortune, she had wanted 
desperately to live up to it, to turn the spotlight 
away from her wealth and upon herself—but it was 
too big an order. She had the most average of talents. 
Now she made headlines* When her plan was first 
revealed, she hit a few front pages, even those of the 
better dailies* She had a public relations staff plug¬ 
ging away and the progress of the project remained 
alive on inside pages. Several professional journals, 
a popular magazine or two, had done or were doing 
articles, had taken pictures. She was reveling in the 
spotlight so long denied her* 

And it was going to her head* She had lately 
turned dictatorial. 

Jim turned, started back toward his office, A 
glance at his wristwatch told him that Dr. Melanie 
Moore would soon heave into sight, if she were not 
already waiting in the outer office. She was not. His 
secretary was typing* His eyes v admired her bulging 
hips. He shuddered inwardly—those hips were taboo, 
unless he could talk the poor girl into sneaking down 
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some dark alley with him. He did not like the idea. 

I might just as well he married , he thought. I’m 
thinking like a married man. 

He went into his office. 
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She had shining blonde hair and glistening brown 
eyes. Her sheath skirt was gleaming black. Her feet 
were shod in black pumps. Her dress paid a silent ad¬ 
miring compliment to her figure, clinging in the right 
spots, flowing in the others. 

Their eyes met 

Jim looked at the folder containing Melanie 
Moore's qualifications* He said, “Please be seated, 
Dr, Moore* 

“Thank you, Mr, Harrigan" 

She had a quiet, almost soft voice. She bent, 
found the chair, sat with her hands folded watching 
him. Outside a Mexican was trimming a hedge. The 
sound of the electric shears made a smooth rhythm* 
She glanced out the window at the Mexican. 

Jim studied her. She had a nice chin, a cute nose, 
and he liked her forehead. She was demure, but 
without coldness. She was chic, even quietly beau¬ 
tiful. The thought that her delicate shoulders car¬ 
ried a doctors degree was incongruous* 

He laid the folder on his desk. 

Her red lips moved, Her smile was quiet, friendly, 
Jim could only guess at the passions it concealed. A 
girl did not achieve what she had without strong 
drives, urgent hungers. 
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He cleared his throat. 

“There isn't much I can say, Miss Moore. Yon 
have been thoroughly screened/' 

She smiled again, more brightly this time. “Yes, 
I have. About five hundred of us started out, I un¬ 
derstand." 

“Five hundred and twenty-four.” 

“It was rather grueling," she said. “I Bice your 
school very much. With work it will develop, in 
my opinion, into something very much needed/' 

“Thank you. We hope it will/' 

Jim felt sweat touch his forehead. Cynthia Jami¬ 
son wanted a bright, young, attractive faculty. But 
every young female hired by Harling College was, 
in her eves, a threat. How would she react when 
faced by both beauty and brains? Cyn was a woman 
first, an executive afterwards. And, deep down, she 
was still the frustrated little rich girl who could 
not make out on her own—and who wanted to dom¬ 
inate others. 

Her instant reaction would be jealousy. 

Jim thumbed through the folder again, seeking a 
solution. Finally he said, “I am in favor of your 
application, Doctor Moore—but my word is not 
final, as you've undoubtedly guessed. Miss Jamison 
has the last say. Would you care to see her?” 

“Yes* I came here to settle the matter at once, if I 
could, one way or the other ” 

Jim frowned. “May I ask a question?” 

"Certainly.” 

"You have a teaching position. I would surmise 
you have a future in it. Why are you so anxious to 
join our faculty?” 
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He was not sure, but he thought that silent laugh¬ 
ter lurked in her eyes* 

“May I be honest?” 

"Certainly,” 

The brown eyes moved over him, studying his 
shoulders, his face* “All right, Ill be honest, Mr* 
Harrigan. First, the salary attracts me. It's more 
than double what I now receive* I can teach twenty 
years at my college before reaching the money 
you're offering for a first-year instructor.” 

Mt 3# 

I see. 

“The second point is also important. Your litera¬ 
ture says you want teachers who are young, whose 
thoughts, whose ideas are untrammeled, free. My 
present position, I feel, stifles me, I can’t teach as I 
wish* There I have to teach according to the precepts 
laid down by—well, let's say, immovable minds. 

Jim nodded* “Both are strong and valid reasons* 
Will you please see Miss Jamison now? And good 
luck.” 

She rose* "Thank you.” She paused, perceptibly. 
“I may not be as frank with Miss Jamison*” 

He stood up. "That will have to be your choice* 
Let me wish you luck. Miss Moore.” 

Jim sank back in his chair* He mopped his fore¬ 
head* Something must be wrong with the refrigera¬ 
tion unit, he thought. He watched her walk out 

He could not help undressing her mentally. Nice 
bust, not too big, a slim waist, the right amount 
of poundage under her waist, clean lovely legs, small 
ankles* He had probably become a better judge of 
women—at least aesthetically, than of architecture. 
He sighed* Both skills were self-taught* 

He flipped the agony box. 
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“Miss Jamison, this is Mr. Harrigan, A Miss Moore 
is coming to see you. She just left me,” 

“How did she leave you?” 

He had to smile, “Erect and unbowed. You want 
a young faculty. She's young. You want instructors 
who are not afraid to move past conventional teach¬ 
ing lines. She has a mind of her own. What her goal 

is, [ couldn't determine." 

He sensed Cyn's hesitation before she asked, 
“Should I hire her?” 

“Your problem. I'd say. How liberal is liberal arts?” 
Why not make Cyn sweat out the answer? Yes, and 
Miss Moore, too, “She's well trained, intelligent and 
not hidebound." 

Another instant of hesitation—calculation, perhaps. 
Then Cyn's voice came dryly; “She's pretty, I take 

it, ” 

“Beautiful,” Jim said. “So are you. Does that 
affect the ratings?" 

“Not at all, of course.” Icicles formed on the inter¬ 
com. Then; “Please sit down. Miss Moore, Of course, 
you're perfectly right, Jim " 

“Mr. Harrigan," Jim corrected belatedly. The cir¬ 
cuit had been snapped shut. 

He leaned back. His work was, he decided, get¬ 
ting interesting. 

Catch Cyn in her own trap. She thought she had 
him bought, packaged, But the college and his con¬ 
nection with it had been her idea. Let this new 
female get on the payroll, and he'd make a play 
for her. Just how he would manage it would be 
Cynthia's worry. 

The next moments went slowly. His secretary's 
electric typewriter made soft sounds, milling out 
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routine. She had really turned out badly despite 
Cyn’s jealousy—he barely remembered her first 
name, Sara, or some such. The Mexican with the 
electric hedge-trimmer had gone out of hearing. The 
conduits of the air-conditioner made a purring 
sound. 

At last his talk box clicked. 

“Mr. Harrigan—this is Miss Jamison.” 

“Yes, Miss Jamison.” 

“Miss Moore is satisfactory.” 

Jim’s heart hammered. He hardly heard the rest 
of it. 

“Prepare a contract for her, please.” 

Jim paused. “Will she live on the campus or off?” 

“I am trying to persuade her to live on campus.” 

The bitch, he thought. The damn bitch . . . 

“She is undecided.” Cyn’s voice was cool. “I am 
going to show her what we can offer in the way of 
living quarters. If she stays on campus, she will let 
you know.” 

Cynthia Jamison signed off. 

Jim dug out contract forms. On-campus living 
quarters cost a mere seventy-five dollars a month, 
deductible from total salary. The forms needed only 
the signature of Melanie Moore. 

He leaned back, thinking solidly. She had af¬ 
fected him differently from other women. He won¬ 
dered why. He had known others more beautiful. 
But she had a curious elusive—he had to smile at 
the adjective—honesty of mind and body he hadn’t 
sensed since—when? Strangely, he thought of Doddy, 
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This too, shall pass, he thought. Norte of them last 
long with me, or hold me long, and their allure soon 
fades away * , * 

Melanie Moore came back to his office a half 
hour later. He got up and shook hands with her. 
Her hand felt good in his and when she smiled her 
eyes crinkled. 

"Weil* Tm on the faculty, Mr. Harrigan.* 

“Good. Off campus, or on?*' 

“On campus/* 

Jim walked to his chair. He got out the contracts, 
Melanie Moore scanned them briefly as he watched 

her. 

She took the pen he proffered and signed both 
contracts. She stood up, 

“I guess we*U be seeing each other, 

Jim stood too. “I hope you'll like it here.** 

She smiled again, Tm sure I’m going to. Good¬ 
bye, Mr. Harrigan* 

Again he watched her to the door. She didn't 
turn or look back—considerately, he thought. If she 
had, she might have caught him gawking like a 
schoolboy. He heard her high heels click across the 
outer office, heard that door close, and she was 
gone. He sensed a trace of perfume m the room, 
and something else. He had a curious feeling that 
something had just been added to his life. 

He put his head in his hands, thinking. He did 
not hear his secretary enter. 

“Something wrong, Mr. Harrigan?*’ 

His head jerked up. “Hell, no. What do you 
want?” 

She looked startled, He had never spoken to her 
with such discourtesy* 



HARLING COLLEGE 59 

“I’m sorry,” he said, contritely. “What do you 
want?” 

“It’s quitting time,” she said. “Good night ” 

“I didn't realize—thanks for telling me.” He 
smiled. “Good night. Miss Tanner.” 
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He lay in bed, a sheet over him, watching Cynthia 
Jamison. She sat at her mirror. He could see her re¬ 
flection, which meant she could see him. 

‘The faculty is almost complete,” she said. She 
was brushing her rebellious black hair, interrupting 
herself frequently to pick up and puff on her ever¬ 
present cigarette. 

Jim rose to an elbow. He speared his drink off 
the night table, sipped it and settled back. Outside 
the dark California night pressed down around the 
heavy adobe walls. The thick drapes were closed; 
the air-conditioner whispered. 

“One more art instructor. Another English prof * 
He watched her in the mirror. “I have eight appli¬ 
cants for the two jobs coming tomorrow. Out of the 
eight, two should ring the bell.” 

The whole thing was nuts. Crazy. He wasn’t qual¬ 
ified to judge most of the applicants. Neither was 
Cynthia and she had the final word. Because she 
had the money. 

“What was your real impression of Miss Moored 
Cynthia asked. 

Jim shrugged bare shoulders. He had been waiting 
for this. “I gave you my real impression. You must 
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have agreed, or she wouldn't have made the pay¬ 
roll” 

“She is a very attractive young woman * 

“I guess so,” Jim said. "Are you coming to bed?” 

Irritation had sanded her words. Her eyes met 
his in the mirror, mockingly. 

“Lonesome, my love?” 

“You know it, or I wouldn’t be here.” 

She was stalling, trying to bring him to heel. He 
glanced at the clock—eleven-ten. He had waited 
until the campus had been dark, all lights out, be¬ 
fore coming to her room. He hadn’t wanted to come, 
but a job was a job, he had finally concluded—and 
sex with Cynthia was not without reward. 

She came over and sat on the edge of the bed. 
She reached for his whiskey and water. “Unzip me, 
darling.” 

Her blue dress zippered down the back. His blood 
suddenly coming alive, he sat up, the sheet falling 
to his thighs. The zipper caught. His fingers found 
the vagrant bit of seam wedged in the claws, re¬ 
leased it, and the zipper slid down the rest of the 
way, revealing her sun-tanned and flawless back. 
He felt her quiver slightly at his touch. 

His throat tightened. He slid the dress over her 
smooth shoulders, pushed it past her waist, and she 
wriggled her hips enough for him to slide the dress 
out from under her. 

She turned, smiled dreamily and her mouth met 
his. Her kiss was warm, clinging. Her lips moved 
against his, murmuring, “God—Jim, I love you!” 

He nuzzled her black hair, breathing her aroma. 
His hands slid around her, cupping her breasts. 

She stood up and he lifted her slip, taking it 
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gently over her head. He threw it to one side, pulled 
her back on the bed and bent over her, his eyes 
roving. She whispered, “Don’t worry about my hose 
until later—” 

His hands went behind her and she laughed si¬ 
lently. "You’re fumbling, honey.” 

The snaps of the bra gave and the filmy harness 
fell to the floor. He looked down at her, the soft 
curves of her body catching at his breath, and had 
the impression she was laughing at him inwardly as 
one might at a prized pet—for the joy of possession, 
ownership. 

Suddenly she bit him. Her white teeth fastened 
on his shoulder, and he almost yelled in pain. 
Abruptly he was angry. He caught an arm, rolled 
her on her side, bent the arm back and up to her 
shoulderblades. She struggled for a moment, then 
gasped, “That hurts—I’m sorry. I guess I went beast 
for a moment." 

He released her arm, reached for the lamp, 
switched it off. In the darkness he heard her whisper, 
“I guess every woman, no matter how civilized, likes 
to have it taken from her—likes to be forced—” 

Jim said, “Shut up,” and his voice still held anger, 

“Jim!” For the first time in their relationship she 
sounded alarmed—and for the first time he was brutal 
in his assault . , . 


Afterward, she lay on his arm, her body curled 
into his, and said dreamily, “Jim, darling—I love you. 
You made a new woman out of me. I guess I’m a 
she-cat—I needed to be clawed. Will you light me a 
cigarette, please?” 
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They lay in the dark and smoked. 

She said, “But now I'm afraid.” 

“Of what?” 

“You.” 

“You have nothing to fear from me.” 

“Not from you.” 

Jim knew what she meant but he asked, “What 
are you afraid of, then?" 

She inhaled deeply. Her breasts rose and fell. 
“There are many beautiful women around. Tonight 
I wanted to arouse you—to the point of possessive¬ 
ness ... to the point where you didn’t give a damn 
about my money—or whether I lived or died after 
you’d had me. You were very convincing—you might 
convince another woman that way.” 

Damn me for a fool, he thought. I uxdked right 
into that trap. By the time I realized it was set it was 
too late to back out ... 

Aloud he said, “You’re being foolish. I guess it’s 
because we’ve been acting almost married for so 
long. Why should I want another woman—just be¬ 
cause I acted as you wanted me to.” 

She shivered and was silent for a long while. At 
last she said, “Maybe that’s it—maybe you’re too 
good to be true. Maybe I’m at last falling in love 
with you,” 

He lay still, feeling no elation, no triumph. Merely 
curiosity—almost casual. 

He asked, “Cyn, what do you see in me?” 

He felt her body stiffen. “What a terrible question!” 

He said, “I have no money. Just now you men¬ 
tioned yours. I have no education. I have not made 
much of my life.” 

“You’ve helped me start this school.” 
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"Sure, And so would six hundred other guys for the 
kind of money you pay me—and the chance to maWg 
love to you.” 

“So the money comes first.” 

“I didn’t say that.” 

“But it does, doesn’t it?” 

“Doesn’t it with you?” 

“Yes—but tonight, there was something else.” 

“Like what?” 

She traced a finger down his chest, letting his skin 
feel the sharp nail. “Believe it or not—I’ve never been 
really possessed by a man . . . until tonight. Not even 
by you. I’ve always been afraid to let it happen 
before. You’re right, my money always has come 
first. I used it to attract men—then I used it to control 
them. You’re the first one to break through.” She 
shivered again, killed her cigarette, put her arms 
around him, pulled him close. He felt her warm 
flesh, desirous, soft, and sensed in himself the re¬ 
awakening of response. “Am I a woman, Jim?” she 
murmured. 

He laughed. “A lot of woman, Cyn.” His mouth 
found hers. 

“I’m like—that mama cat—again...” 

And later she went to sleep immediately but he 
lay thinking, staring up at the beamed ceiling he 
could not see in the darkness. 

He thought of Melanie Moore. 

She was housed in the cabana opposite him. Her 
light had been out when he had walked across the 
patio to Cyn’s room. Heavy drapes had covered her 
windows. 

Again, in his mind’s eye, he saw her glistening hair, 
her bright eyes, the firm features, the red lips slow 
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to smile, but dazzling when they did. He remem¬ 
bered each sure smart detail of dress and movement 
as she'd entered his office and later during the inter¬ 
view when he had grown aware of her latent pot¬ 
ential for passion—perhaps physical as well as in¬ 
tellectual 

He glanced at the sleeping Cyn* 

She lay on her side, curled up like a child, breath¬ 
ing softly, her breasts moving slowly. Why was she 
not all that a man—a sensible man—would ever want 
in a woman? She had a brain, a build that matched 
her brain, and she had eighty-two million bucks. 

Use your head, Harrigan, he told himself, YouVe 
got her now, for the first time, tonight* Keep her and 
Hve in clover. 

He knew one thing—he would have to marry her 
or leave her. Otherwise they both had too much at 
stake for things to last—he, eighty-two million dollars; 
she, her newly announced love for him* He debated 
silently on this aspect. And, as he weighed pros and 
cons, walls seemed to move in on him, threatening 
to crush him* 

What was wrong with him? He was twenty-five, 
old enough to marry, to settle down and, if he 
wanted, with her money—their money—he could play 
a little on the side, perhaps even with Melanie 
Moore, who seemed sensible as well as ambitious* Or, 
if she proved difficult or demanding, he could find 
others. Any sensible man—any ordinary man—would 
give his eyeteeth to be in bed with Cyn, with or with¬ 
out the millions—and would marry the millions with¬ 
out hesitation. Why should he find something crush¬ 
ing in the prospect? 

Rut marriage , . . 
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He revolted inside. He did not love Cynthia Jami¬ 
son, When he had first met her she had been a chal¬ 
lenge—later she had been an occasional source of 
pleasure, and a meal ticket. But already he was grow¬ 
ing tired of her—the feeling would turn into acute 
disinterest; finally, if he could not get rid of her, he 
would hate her. He could foresee endless arguments 
between them about something he had never believed 
in, never experienced—love. 

What if he refused to marry Cyn? They would be 
through, inevitably. He would have his Cadillac, a 
few bucks, and the future would hold one big word, 
written in urgent letters—work! 

What could he do? He could try to get on with 
some drafting concern, or head for Vegas and shill 
again. He was tense, his muscles tight. He had done 
nothing on a drawing board for months. The last few 
times he had tried he had accomplished notlung. He 
had lost all direction. 

The cold thought came to him that his talent might 
be dead. He no longer could reach out, grab an idea, 
put its reality to paper. Maybe he had only had one 
house in him There were writers who had written 
one book, sometimes a best seller, and had never pro¬ 
duced another. And artists who had painted one 
picture and never another. 

His blood was ice. 

He eased himself slowly out of bed, dressed quietly 
in the dark. He bent, kissed Cyn lightly on the cheek. 
She murmured something, words that had no mean¬ 
ing because they were not words, and put her arms 
around him. She drew him down and kissed him with 
soft warm lips. ,, 

He paused outside her door under the porch roof. 
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Darkness still held the whispering night. No lights 
were on in the living area. Buildings lay dark and 
heavy, barely discernible. 

He cut across the campus. Grass made a slithering 
small sound under his feet. He stopped in front of 
his door. 

He looked at Melanie Moore’s cabana. He knew its 
interior in detail—bedroom, living room, dinette, a 
small kitchen and a bath. For a moment, he pictured 
her sleeping—but unless she was like the other women 
he had known, the picture was probably inaccurate. 

She probably was not like other women he had 
known. 

He swore softly and strode to his own quarters. 
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Jim Hakrigan had guessed wrong. Melanie had not 
been asleep. She had not even been in bed, but had 
been sitting in the dark, watching the quieting 
campus through a slit in the drapes. 

And thinking of Fred, 

She would not oome out and admit, even to her¬ 
self, exactly what she wanted. Bn Moore was a psy¬ 
chologist, but she was a woman first. She did not try 
to fool herself. Fred to her at the moment was mainly 
a male symbol and she had been without him now 
for two weeks. No, she corrected herself—eleven 
days. And when you were used to having a man 
around, it was hell to get along without one. 

But she had had to get away from Fred, 

Fred was in fine arts, back in the life she had 
abandoned. He was thirty-eight, married, had two 
children. He wanted to be an artist, but his work was 
bad, totally lacking quality and character and so, to 
keep eating, he taught what he could not create. 
His frustration showed in each lecture, expressed it¬ 
self in his home life. 

So, in the end, he had brought his troubles to her. 
She had been lonely. She had more than solved his 
problems. She and Fred had become lovers. 

But there had been nothing in it for her other th an 
physical relief, arid so the affair had had to end. And 
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when she had entered Jim Harrigan’s office this after¬ 
noon, she had been aware of another land of attrac¬ 
tion. She smiled retrospectively. 

She had sat in his office, hands in her lap, demure, 
quiet, looking out the window but holding him in 
the comer of her eye. And she had known that he 
could be the man to replace Fred in her life. Woman- 
hunger had been written all over Jim Harrigan. And 
when he had used Cynthia Jamison’s name, she had 
guessed the situation from the faint touch of pos¬ 
sessiveness in his voice. 

Later, in Cynthia Jamison's office, she had partially 
confirmed her guess. As impersonal as Cynthia had 
tried to sound when referring to Jim Harngan, Me¬ 
lanie had not missed the quick, covert appraisal of 
her charms when Jim’s name came up. 

And tonight she had seen Jim cross the campus to 
Cynthia Jamison’s quarters. 

Later, she had seen him return, pause briefly to 
stare at her window before going to his own apart¬ 
ment. And Dr. Melanie Moore went to bed, plotting 
her own campaign. 

She needed someone to replace Fred. Fred moved 
across the screen of her mind complete to the mi¬ 
nutest detail. A big, broad-shouldered redhead, al¬ 
most a giant—a man who gave an outward appearance 
of solidity, joviality, but who was childish underneath. 
Fred had married as a sophomore in college. His had 
been one of those quick, unstable marriages, based 
on sex, not on understanding. Or so Fred said. She 
had met Fred’s wife at various faculty functions. 
Margaret Farmer was a small woman, neat, well- 
dressed, a little too quiet, yet seemingly lovely, com¬ 
petent. 
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The last time she and Fred had met in a San Fran¬ 
cisco hotel, she had said in the morning* “Fred, we 
have to stop this/' 

He stopped buttoning his shirt. “Why?” 

"It isn't getting us anywhere. You ought to find 
work you can do and go back to Margaret.” 

He resumed buttoning the shirt. f *The same 
old story,” he had said slowly. "First Margaret, now 
you. What s the matter, hon? Your morals aching? 
He tied his tie, watching her in the mirror. “You 
want me to get a divorce?' 

She didn't want that. She merely wanted to get 
rid of him. She had no wish to be burdened by a 
big, overgrown, adult infant. Aloud, she said, "I can't 
take their father away from your children.” 

“They can come with me/ 

“No court in the land would give them to you. Be 
reasonable.” 

His blue eyes were icy. “What's on your mind?” 

“I think you know.” 

Rage twisted his heavy face. He put his hands on 
her shoulders. His fingers dug, crushing flesh against 
bone. 

“Damn you, Melanie, don’t try to run out on meF 

“Fred, you're hurting mel” 

Words spilled from him. “I made a mistake in 
marrying Margaret. I had to get through college— 
she worked in the registrar's office, she had a pay- 
check. She knew why I married her—in fact, it was 
her idea, I knew all the time it was a mistake,” 

“Fred, darling—my shoulders—” 

He dropped his hands. They became fists. 

‘“Then, out of sheer luck, I found you. You're all 
I ever want in a woman. And by God, if you run 
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out on me, hit the bunk with some other guy. I'll— 1 * 
He paused, the anger draining from his flabby fea¬ 
tures* “Wed better get going, sweetheart,” 

""Yes, we’d better—get going,” 

She had kept going even after they got back—and 
now she was here. She had known she would have 
to find another man, not only because she was used 
to Fred and needed a substitute, but to forget Fred 
entirely* 

She had not expected to find a likely candidate 
so quickly, but Jim Harrigan would do nicely. She 
would have to move carefully because of his involve¬ 
ment with Cynthia Jamison, who paid both their 
salaries—and also in order not to hurt his male vanity. 
She would have to let him feel he was the aggressor. 

Melanie Moore fell asleep wondering just how 
deep Jim Harrigan’s involvement with his employer 
was. Probably not very, she thought, smiling, remem¬ 
bering the way he had looked at her in the after¬ 
noon, and his pause a few moments ago under her 
darkened window. 
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Jim leaned back In bis chair and looked over the 
faculty of Harling College, gathered for its first full 
meeting in the campus cafeteria—the conference 
room was not yet finished. A fine collection, he de¬ 
cided. Cyn Jamison, as usual, had apparently gotten 
what she wanted. Money, in the final analysis, always 
won. Some of the established institutions whose staffs 
she had raided, would have trouble restoring ranks. 

Classes would convene for the first time tomorrow. 
Outside the cafeteria prospective students wandered 
back and forth across the campus, getting, as Cyn 
put it, “orientated.” Jim watched diem through a 
window. They were all sophs and fresh, Even money 
could not buy tested scholastic standards, and upper 
division and graduate work would not start until at 
least two years had passed. 

His eyes moved lazily over the group of young 
men and women seated at the tables, until he caught 
sight of Melanie Moore. He was instantly alert. 
Melanie sat between the young Doctors Flaherty 
and Maloney and Jim was aware of an instant antag¬ 
onism as he studied the two young men. With an 
effort, then, he forced himself to relax—he hadn't 
gotten off home plate yet with the lovely Miss Moore, 
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Nor had he quite settled his nagging argument with 
himself about his relationship with Cyn. 

Melanie's eyes met his* She smiled quietly* then 
looked back at Dr, Maloney, who evidently was 
expounding some theory or point that seemed to 
excite him* Jim's brief acquaintance with the teach¬ 
ing profession as exemplified by the Marling faculty 
had demonstrated one thing to his bored satisfaction 
—all teachers talked about was teaching, teaching, 
teaching. It pleased him that Melanie, under her 
surface attentiveness, seemed faintly disinterested. 

He glanced at Gym. 

She rapped on her table* asking for attention. 

She stood up at the table to give a welcoming 
speech, Jim hoped she would make it brief* She re¬ 
minded him today of an evangelist* Her face was 
intent, with an almost spiritual quality, and she wore 
a snow-white dress* very proper, with a sprig of 
purple violets at the neckline* Her black hair was 
pulled back severely to a neat bun. She spoke in a 
quiet authoritative voice, just loud enough to carry* 

Instead of listening,, Jim found himself wondering 
about Cyu. 

The last few months had changed her radically. 
She was a far cry from the drunken female who* a 
few short months ago* had gone shameless during a 
New York drunk-fest and done a striptease. Then 
Jim had thought her a lonesome woman, possibly 
hopelessly alcoholic* spoiled by wealth and lack of 
purpose. 

She drank little now. The dark circles had left her 
eyes* Her skin was sun-tanned, clear. She did not 
smoke so much now* either. She seemed dedicated* 
working and thinking ahead. She regarded her work 
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with the same fervor he, long ago, had dedicated 
to his one successful house plan. 

Her relationship to him had changed, too. They 
still saw each other clandestinely about two nights 
a week—usually in her cabana but sometimes, to his 
concern, in his—and they had made a big one-night 
stand in a swank hotel in "Frisco, but she had lost 
much of her domineering attitude. She had grown 
strangely submissive—sometimes, he thought, cloy- 
ingly so. 

She seemed to assume—or want to assume—that 
he loved her according to her definition of the word. 

He didn t. 

Their affair, he realized, was crazily out of hand. 
It had started out in jest, based on a flimsy and weak 
foundation. Now, in her eyes, at least, it was develop¬ 
ing into something with far horizons, which they 
both must struggle to reach. The concept terrified 
him. 

Still, he found himself admitting one thing—he 
was getting used to her. She was always around. She 
was handy. Lately she had consulted him more on 
working details, not only on the campus buildings, 
but on administrative matters. She often followed 
Ins suggestions. She had developed patience with 
him, almost wifely patience. She never nagged him 
and her subtle mockery of their relationship had 
ceased completely. She seemed to take it for granted 
that they would work side by side, that their rela¬ 
tionship would continue, though she never mentioned 
marriage. 

Did she expect him to bring it up? 

Or did she feel that their marriage was inevitable 
—and she could pick up her option at any time? 
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His skin was damp. He blamed it on his shirt, tie, 
and suit—or perhaps the dr-conditioning was on the 


blink. 


He glanced again at Melanie Moore. His eyes 
traveled over her small, square shoulders, her blue 
dress with the slit in front showing just enough to 
pique interest. Curiosity pulled at him—what was 
she really like under the quiet brilliance? Had any 
man ever roused her—had any man even touched 
her? 

She was listening to Cyn, her eyes downcast. Her 
right hand played with a knife on the white table* 
cloth. Once she raised her eyes to meet his, almost 
as if she had known he was staring at her* Her gaze 
was bland, without thought, yet Jim imagined a 
dancing devil about her lips, as if she were about 
to smile, tauntingly, teasingly. He looked away* 

There was passion in her, he sensed subtly. And 
it could not be all intellectual passion. 

Cyn finished. There was polite applause and the 
meeting adjourned. Some teachers wandered into 
classrooms, sizing up the facilities, others strolled 
around the campus, finding seats under live-oak 
trees and getting into conversations. 

Cyn smiled up at him. ""How did I do?” 

“You were wonderful*” 

She whispered, “Christ, I hate this—this formalityl 
You know how this moment makes me feel? I want 
to share it with you. I want to stand on tiptoe and 
kiss you, sweetheart. Maybe later—” She stopped 
suddenly, smiled and went over to talk to Doctors 
Myer and Foggerson, who were coming toward her* 

Jim left the cafeteria* He walked out and sat down 
oh a circular bench that ran around the bole of an 
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old live-oak. He lit a cigarette and studied his flaw¬ 
lessly shod feet. 

One of the female faculty members strolled by, 
glancing at him. “How do you do, Mr. Harrigan." 
“How do you do. Miss Barton," 

She wanted to stop and talk but he looked down 
again, pretending concentration. She had the shape 
of a cross-breed heifer. He heard her move away. 
Somebody in one of the buildings under construc¬ 
tion hammered on a pipe. 

He decided to inspect the work. 

His Mexican foreman wanted to talk, but Jim 
didn't. He wandered from one uncompleted room 
to the other, checking each against the blueprint in 
his mind. This was a dormitory for men. The dorm 
for women was on the south side of the area, abutting 
the high rock wall surrounding the estate's ten acres. 
They were rolling the blacktop parking area. The 
tar stank in the rising heat waves. He pushed his 
hands down hard into his pockets. 

The foreman asked, “Everything okay, boss?" 

Jim nodded. 

He was tired of being boss. The title held no 
meaning—everybody on the job knew that the real 
boss was Cyn. He ached for a drink and wondered 
if it were true that you couldn't smell vodka on a 
person's breath. Maybe he could sneak one drink, 
but one wouldn't be enough. He wanted a barrelful, 
He was in a black mood. Maybe because of Matt s 
visit. 

Matt Van Hollister had hailed in from New York 
two days before. He had parked Jims Cad in the 
driveway, bounded up the steps. He had shaken Jim's 
hand to the elbow. 
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“You old bastard. Boy, you and Cyn have been 
working, haven’t you? How is Cyn?” 

“Hell, I’m not her husband.” 

“Pardon the conjugal tone, Jim. What’s the matter? 
Cyn been giving you a sandpaper job?” 

“No, we get along all right.” 

Cyn and Matt and he had opened a bottle of vodka 
in Jim’s quarters. Matt was full of news about the 
bunch they’d left behind in New York. Jim had 
listened in silence, remembering and longing. For 
him the past weeks had been dry, dull and confin¬ 
ing. It had been the longest period without a hang¬ 
over he could remember in his adult life. He was so 
healthy they should have passed a law against him. 

“Ill leave your jalopy here ," Matt had said. 

Cyn had cut in with, “We’ve got two Cads. We’ve 
got three station wagons. We don’t need another 
car.” She caught herself and looked at Jim. “I’m 
sorry, Jim.” 

Jim had hidden his irritation, “Take it with you. 
Matt. I don’t need it.” He thought, what I need is a 
nurse and a wheelchair. 

Matt had grinned. “This may come as a surprise 
to you good people, but Matt Van Hollister is going 
to study like hell out on the farm this term, and 
the following terms—until he gets that law degree.” 

“Seeing is believing,” Jim had said. 

As they had been returning to the Cad, Matt had 
said, “Any time you want this old blister just call 
Matt Van Hollister.” 

Matt had jetted out, squealing rubber like a high 
school punk, leaving Jim and Cyn standing alone in 
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front of the Administration Building. Jim had felt 
Cyn’s hand creep into his. 

“Maybe Matt has seen the light,” Cyn had said. 
“What light?" 

She had shrugged, “Maybe he’s going to settle 
down, at last. A man can’t run around forever, wan¬ 
dering from one bed to another—there has to come 
a point when he decides to be a man, not a gigolo.” 

The two had stood for a moment, hand in hand. 

Just like an old married couple, Jim had thought, 
standing in front of their unpaid-for subdivision 
shack, watching the company leave. He had pulled 
his hand from Cyn’s, grasped her elbow, and steered 
her into the Administration Building. “I hope Matt 
has decided to settle down. He’s a nice kid.” 

Jim had been glad to be alone, finally, in his office. 


Now Jim decided to rejoin the other folks. It 
would not look good to have the college’s business 
manager slighting the faculty. 

He was walking across the campus when Melanie 
left her cabana. She could do nothing but fall into 
step beside him. 

“Hello, Mr. Harrigan." 

“Hello, Dr. Moore.” 

She showed him a slanting smile and said quietly, 
“I’m tired of this formality, Mr. Harrigan. I hardly 
know my given name any more. If somebody hol¬ 
lered, 'Melanie,’ I don’t believe I’d even turn around!” 

"Formality does get tiresome.” 

“Ill make you a bargain. You call me Melanie and 
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IT1 call you Jim* At least when we happen to be 
alone.” 

Jim touched her hand* Tm for it, Melanie ” 

"Good, Jim." 

This small pact was the first warmth between 
them, and Jim found himself enjoying it. He was not 
anxious to enter the cafeteria. Cyn was talking with 
two women instructors- she lifted her graceful head, 
glanced first at Jim and then at his fair companion. 
Jim thought it the better part of valor to let the girl 
walk on without him. Jim saw her glance at them 
momentarily. 

Melanie murmured, so only he heard, "Goodbye, 
Jim," and was instantly monopolized by two un¬ 
married males. 

Cyn finished her conversation and moved over 
to him with, "I missed you, Jim.” 

“Out looking over the construction," 

Her eyes dwelled a moment on his face. She’s 
always suspicious, Jim thought—she was born that 
way . "How is it getting along?" 

"It’ll be finished on schedule * 

“Good,” She paused. “I don’t know what I’d do 
without you, Jim. All this building—these finances— 
so many things. Now I have to circulate and see 
that everybody meets everybody else" 

“You biow what?” 

“What?” 

“This is the first time you and I have ever been 
among this many people and nobody’s had a drink 
of hard stuff,” 

She smiled. “Maybe that is best for all of us.” 

Jim s throat ached for a martini. 
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All frgsh were required to take a course called 
Survey of Humanities, Jim taught two classes stress¬ 
ing architecture. He had decided to make it a survey 
course within a survey course. He would start with 
the Greeks* move over to the Romans, spending not 
too much time on either—stressing that the Greek 
style called for much ornamentation; that the sculp¬ 
tural* to the Greeks, was more important than the 
structural and that the Romans had added the arch* 
the dome and the vault. 

Then he would move into the Romanesque* the 
Gothic, the Renaissance* the Baroque, and so work 
his way to the present, to Frank Lloyd Wright and the 
other boys, and maybe sneak in a bit about House 
Magnificent* he thought with a wry grin. 

He had never taught before. The thought of facing 
a class haunted him—would he like it or hate it? He 
had never had great respect for teachers. But then* 
he didn't have a great deal of respect for himself. 

The evening before his classes began he and Cyn 
dined at Palo Alto. Jim toyed with his food. Finally 
Cyn asked* “Not feeling well, honey?" 

Tm just—well* scared* I guess." 

Her eyes probed his, “Of teaching?" 

*Tm no teacher," he said. 
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“But youve got knowledge* You proved it once." 

“That was a long time ago." 

“Please don't knock yourself, sweetheart* It doesn't 
fit the new Jim Harrigan one bit." 

He thought, I wish I was the old Jim Harrigan, 
He felt like a kindergarten kid being led howling to 
school by his irate mother. 

“Hell, FI! live through it" 

They did not return to the campus that night, but 
checked in as Mr. and Mrs. Johns at a motel. Cyn had 
a bottle of scotch and they sat around drinking high¬ 
balls like an old sedate married couple. Jim had 
noticed a nice cocktail joint down the road a mile. 
He wished he were free to head back there, have a 
few drinks at the bar, shoot the bull with the boys, 
maybe pick up a stray floosie for a night in the sack, 

Gyn laid down her glass. “Wheeew, this old girl is 
getting rocked," and suddenly she put her arms 
around him, dragging him backward onto the bed. 
Her mouth was damped to his. She wriggled, her 
breasts tickling him* Her tongue became predatory. 
Suddenly she drew away, studying him. 

“Jim, don't I affect you any moreF* 

Her voice dripped genuine hurt, 

Jim studied her* The table lamp put traces of gold 
into the glistening black of her hair. She wore an 
evening gown, cut low, and he saw the perfect valley 
of her breasts. And suddenly, for no apparent reason, 
he was ashamed of himself. 

Face savage, he turned her roughly, throwing her 
under him* His lips found hers, eager, warm, yet 
harsh and demanding. He heard her gasp. He felt 
her breasts rise, felt her body bum* This was a 
woman—a beautiful, appealing woman—and she 
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wanted him and doubted him, and he would show 
her she was wrong. 

He manhandled her, She cried out, bit him on the 
neck. He panted, “Ry God, 111 show you how a man 
acts/ 1 and he violated her, harshly and with savage 
purpose. She gasped at this sudden change of mood; 
her eyes burned. She struck back at him and for an 
insane moment they were two wild beasts, clawing, 
fighting—yet in the fighting there was loving. Roth 
rose to the occasion. And when it was over, the 
struggle gone, they kissed as lovers. 

She straightened her gown. He helped her, smil¬ 
ing down at her. Her face was young, hopeful, satis¬ 
fied. He sat up and put his head in his hands. He 
felt her touch his arm, 

“Jim, did I do something wrong, sweetheart?” 

“No, Nothing!” His voice was loud, 

“Then what—” 

“Its just me, Cyn. These damn devils In me. All 
the time they fight—they pull this way, that way—” 

Her touch withdrew. Her voice came from a long 
distance. “Yes, they are terrible, sweetheart. I have 
them too. Rut lately, since I met you they've not 
been so strong , * , Kiss me, darling, and love me.” 

Jim did. 

He said, “Let's go down the road to the beer joint 
and see how the other half manages to exist with¬ 
out us.” 

“I don't care to go. Really. Im tired *. * now ” She 
touched his hand lightly. “But you go if you want to,” 

“You really mean you don't care to go?” 

“Yes, Jim, I think I understand how you feel, darl¬ 
ing. You've been around stuffed shirts so much the 
last few days. You go ahead,” 
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He parked the Gad on the gravel strip and went 
into the bar. The interior was dark and he paused 
for a moment to let his eyes become accustomed 
to the dimness. There was an organ on the bar and 
he found a seat near it. The organist, a small blonde, 
nodded at him and smiled her cold, mechanical 
smile, like turning on a faucet. 

“Screwdriver," he told the bartender. 

Next to him sat a pretty little brunette. He judged 
her to be about twenty. Stenographer, probably* On 
the brunette's left was a heavy, blonde woman, 
about thirty-five. 

Jim said, “Nice and cool in here." 

“Cool, man." The brunette smiled. She had white 
teeth and a good face, rather narrow eyes. Jim 
glanced downward over her brown sheath dress. She 
was rigged. Genuine, too, as far as he could tell. 

The bar was full, every stool held down. Most of 
the tables, too, were occupied, A trim waitress 
skimmed back and forth. The organ gave the smoke- 
filled air a talky cadence. 

This was living. A good-looking girl beside you, 
ready to try some small adventure. 

He raised his screwdriver. 

He drank, then put his glass down. Suddenly the 
drink tasted bitter. He thought of Cyn, probably 
asleep by now, back at the motel. He thought of 
Hading College, its sedate sprawling adobe build* 
ings, the quiet grounds with their spreading livensaks 
and reaching Italian cypresses. 

What in the hell was wrong with him? 

Not only the screwdriver tasted wrong. This whole 
thing—the saloon, the very air—all seemed foreign. 
He glanced at the little blonde at the organ. She 
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smiled mechanically* A man could pick up floosies 
like her anywhere. 

He pushed back his glass and walked out. He got 
in the Cad, wheeled it around and drove back to the 
motel, parked it, locked it, unlocked the motel door, 
went in, didn't turn on the light, and sat on the bed. 

Cyn said sleepily, “Rack already?” 

“Nothing there,” he said. 

He lit a cigarette* 

There was silence. He could not see her face in 
the dark. He could hear her deep breathing, feel her 
breasts rise and fall 

He laughed quietly* “This might sound silly to 
you, Cyn, but Fm in favor of getting out of here 
and going home*” 

“To Hailing?” 

“What other home do we have?” 

She climbed out of bed. “It won't take me long to 
dress. Turn on the light, please.” She laughed shakily. 
“How I was hoping you'd say what you just did, 

J * » 

irn. 

He zippered her. They got into the Cad. He 
wheeled it around, drove toward Santa Rico and 
Harling College. 



11 


Cynthia Jamison threw a faculty picnic during the 
fourth week of school at Live-Oak Canyon, ten miles 
into the Gavilan Mountains. Cyn’s idea was to make 
the faculty of Marling College "all one big family.” 
Jim had his misgivings. His family had consisted of 
five people. He had seen some hellishly good family 
fights among the five. 

“We re going to let our hair down a little,” she 
said. 

She had Jim load six eases of beer into a station 
wagon and she took along vodka, gin and mix, 

Jim grinned. “This might end in a free-for-all.” 

“I’ve seen you in action. You can take care of 
yourself.” 

Jim smiled, “You haven't seen the fellow who is 
going with Melanie Moore. Red-headed, broad as a 
bam door, hands like hams. He could take one of 
those vodka bottles and twist the neck off it.” 

“Fve met him. He teaches at her old college. His 
name is Fred Farmer ” 

“God,” Jim said, “what a relief. Just plain old 
Fred Fanner, Not Doctor Fred Fanner. I was begin¬ 
ning to believe everybody but me has a doctor s de¬ 
gree bestowed on hhn at birth ” He hoisted a beer 
case into the wagon. “Wonder if he's hitting the sack 
with her?” 
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“Why don't you ask her and find out?" 

“I might ask her," Jim joked, “but I sure wouldn't 
ask him. I want to come back all in one piece," 

Live-Oak Canyon lived up to its advance billing— 
there were picnic tables and taps for water and out¬ 
door facilities. Off to the south was a rather deep 
coulee which was called Live-Oak Creek but like 
most rivers and creeks in the area it was seasonally 
dry, its stream-bed dotted by big boulders. 

Most of the faculty were there when Jim and Cyn 
arrived, A few strolled around, two pitched horse¬ 
shoes, the others sat at the tables talking—and Jim 
figured they were talking about education, as usual 
The male members who were married had their 
wives with them. The Mexican foreman in another 
station wagon had followed Jim and Cyn, and it car¬ 
ried the grub and firewood. 

“You get the fires started,” Cyn said, “and Ill mix 
drinks,” 

The women pitched in. The men sat at tables and 
drank beer and vodka or gin with various mixes. Jim 
built a fire in one of the barbecue pits. He became 
aware of a huge shadow falling across him. He 
looked up at Fred Farmer, 

“May I help, Mr. Harrigan?” 

“Sure thing, Fred. Start a fire in that contraption 
over there to heat coffee and other junk,” 

Farmer picked up a hunk of firewood. It was al¬ 
most as big as a two-by-four, Jim saw him wrench it 
in two, huge hands knotted. It was feat of super¬ 
human strength, 

“You heave the discus in college?” Jim asked, 

“Shot put.” 
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“How far?” 

Not far enough. Some guy with half my build and 
muscles always heaved it further. Lack of muscular 
coordination, I guess.” 

The redhead grinned. He had white wide teeth. 
He had a heavy nose, sharp blue eyes and rather 
thick lips. Jim wondered how a face that heavy and 
seemingly stupid could hide enough brains to get 
a man through college and enable him to teach in 
a college. 

Melanie Moore left a gathering, glass in hand. 
“You boys have a drink?” she asked. She smiled at 
Jim. Her eyes sparkled, 

Jim spoke to Fred Farmer, “You can have anything 
you want as long as it is beer, gin or vodka.” 

Fred Farmer considered. “IT] take a beer,” he 
finally said. 

J 

Jim looked at Melanie. She wore white shorts. Her 
white silk blouse reflected the glory of her shining 
hair. 

‘'Vodka for me” he said. “Screwdriver.” 

“At your service, and so shall it be.” 

She walked away. Her pretty hips rose and fell. 
Jim glanced at them, then up at Fanner. Farmer's 
deep-set eyes were on her. He did not notice Jim's 
look. Jim stared down at his fire. For a moment the 
man's heavy eyes had glistened with a sort of fan¬ 
aticism, like a Mohammedan’s facing Mecca. 

This rambling, hulking art teacher wanted this 
cute, tiptoeing psychology mistress. It showed in his 
gleaming eyes, his trembling lips. Jim suddenly felt a 
cold shiver. 

“Dr. Moore certainly seems to be a nice young 
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woman,” Jim said, eyes on the fire. “I suppose youVe 
taiown her for some time.* 

“We taught together back in my college.* 

'Tve had members of her class tell me she is a 
very good teacher.” 

The heavy eyes pounded down on Jim. “She knows 
her subject matter,” Farmer said thickly. 

Jim made no reply. His analysis of this situation, 
taken at a glance, was that Fred Farmer was mad 
about Melanie Moore, but Melanie was not heaving 
bosom sighs over him. 

There might be a slot a man could use to muscle in 
on the situation if he did it subtly enough. Jim 
glanced at Fanner’s huge-knuckled hands. A man 
would have to be mighty careful, however, about 
this rambling red-headed ape with two college de¬ 
grees, Jim realized. 

“How do you like teaching?’ 5 Farmer asked. 

“It’s a job * 

Actually Jim Harrigan did like teaching. His first 
session had found him nervous and jittery. This had 
soon worn off. His class Included some highly intel- 
ligent students. He had been hard pressed to answer 
some of their more penetrating questions. Wisely he 
had decided not to try to bluff his way through. Ac¬ 
knowledging his limitations, he had found, had 
gained him the respect of his classes. 

Melanie came back with their drinks. She showed 
her nice smile to Jim. Jim hurriedly glanced at Fred 
Farmer who was poking in the fire. Fred’s back was 
turned. 

Jim winked at her and smiled. He caught a whiff 
of her perfume and remembered their first meeting 
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in his office and how her perfume had lingered long 
after she'd left* 

“Anything I can do?” she ashed* 

“Just stand around and look as pretty as you are,” 
Jim said* 

Fred Farmer looked up, His eyes moved over 
Melanie* They took in her hair, her face, went down 
to her breasts pushing against the white silk blouse, 
lingered on her hips, then went back to the fire he 
was coaxing into life. He said nothing. 

Melanie shrugged. *Tve been told off/' she said 
gaily, and returned to the group around die picnic 
table. 

Jim and Fred Farmer worked in silence* Fires go¬ 
ing, they put the barbecue screens into place, slapped 
on the thick steaks. Jim kept one big coffee pot boil¬ 
ing and Farmer another, 

Cyn came over, glass in hand. Jim sniffed of its 
contents. No vodka; straight orange juice, Cyn held 
a finger to her lips, 

“You boys are doing all the work,” she said. “Need 
any help?” 

Jim smiled, “The biggest help you can give me is 
to remove your beautiful presence, because you 
take my mind off my work.” 

Cyn's eyes hardened and Jim realized he had 
crossed the borders of formality. “Ill get the gang 
to set the tables,” Cyn said, and left 

Farmer said, “That's one way to talk to them. If a 
man can get by with it.” 

“Women!” Jim said. 

Farmer loosened up a bit after that* He told Jim 
a little about his paintings, “I guess Tm no good at 
it/* he said. “Anyway, the damn things don’t sell/’ 
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He paused, looking at the fire, "Maybe I had it once. 
But if I did have, XVe lost it * 

Jims heart chilled. He thought of his own draw¬ 
ing, One plan, one finely conceived house—and noth¬ 
ing more. This last month, though, he’d worked 
more on his board, trying to coax that elusive some¬ 
thing back—but so far, he’d had no success. At least, 
though, he had worked. 

'Td say we re both in the same boat,” Jim said, “I 
just can’t fight anything out of my board but old 
mundane things/’ 

"Yes, but you had one success, with House Magni¬ 
ficent. I haven’t even had that” 

House Magnificent, Jim thought sourly. It would 
haunt him until the end of his days. Even tills ramb¬ 
ling wreck—a total stranger—knew about House 
Magnificent, Was there anybody in the world who 
didn’t know? 

Jim turned his steaks with his long tines. 


They ate and pitched horseshoes and Cyn and Jim 
walked up the dried creek bed. The sounds of the 
faculty fell behind, Cyn lay under a live-oak, and 
Jim sat beside her. 

She gazed upward into the tree, “If I ever had a 
child,” she said dreamily, *Td want him or her con¬ 
ceived under a live-oak tree ” 

“We can’t start here,” Jim said, “Somebody might 
walk up on us. I’ll take a raincheck ” This was getting 
on dangerous ground. She had never mentioned a 
child before. 

She rolled on her side. "Jim, do you like children?” 

“1 love them/’ Jim said. He almost added: espe- 
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dally when they belong to somebody else—but he 
didn't. Instead he said, “Wed better hightail back 
to the brains. Doesn't look good for Hading College's 
sponsor and its business manager to sneak off in the 
brush, you know." He gave her a hand and helped 
her to her feet. 

“We should come out here some day—just the 
two of us/' 

Jim put his arm around her and hugged her close. 
“Well do that, Cyn." Something in his voice made 
her frown, but she said nothing, 

Fred Fanner sat alone at a table reading a news¬ 
paper. His heavy face packed a scowl, Melanie was 
talking with some women at another table. A few 
of the teachers were rather high. They pitched horse¬ 
shoes, arguing good-naturedly in loud boisterous 
tones. Jim noticed that those who were the most 
silent when sober were the loudest when feeling 
their booze, 

Cyn said, ‘Til go over to the horseshoe game," 

Jim went to the table with the women, Melanie 
sat on the end of the bench. She moved over and 
he sat down. Her bare thigh touched his. He ex¬ 
pected her to move. She didn't. 

Her flesh was warm and satisfying. A bony female 
was talking about a student in her class. The others 
listened impatiently, waiting for their turn. 

Melanie whispered, “You and the boss have a good 
walk?" 

Jim felt irritation. 

‘"Walked,” he said quietly* “And talked." 

He glanced at Fred Farmer. The redhead faced 
them across a nearby table, and Jim had the im- 
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pression the giant's eyes were not all for his news¬ 
paper. Melanie followed Jim’s glance. 

He stood up. “Guess I’ll cruise around for a while." 

He was pretty certain that, had Farmer not been 
there, she might have “cruised" with him, but she 
said lightly, “See you later.” 

Jim mixed a drink, a double shot, noticed that 
only half a bottle of vodka remained. He cleaned up 
the empties and threw them into a barrel used for 
a garbage pail. 

The sun fell out of sight beyond the live-oaks on 
the cliff. The instant it went down a chill crept 
into the air and dusk came swiftly. 

Jim started loading things into the station wagon. 
Melanie left her table to help him. 

“Did you have a good time?” she asked quietly. 

Jim glanced at her. “I’ve been on wilder parties.” 

She smiled. “So have I. Teachers are boring ani¬ 
mals in many ways. I guess that makes me dull and 
drab, too, because I’m a teacher.” 

“You stand out. You’re a beacon on Monterrey 
Point.” 

“There are lots of nice places around here you 
probably don’t know about.” She kept her head 
down, putting cutlery into a box. “Lots of nice places 
—hidden from everyone—where two people could 
have a picnic.” 

From the comer of his eye, Jim watched Fred 
Farmer. Farmer, he knew, had an eye on them, 
despite his seemingly intense interest in the paper. 
Melanie’s hand was close. Jim wanted to put his 
hand over hers. He didn’t because Farmer would 


see. 
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*Two people P” he asked quietly. 

Her eyes met his, then her long lashes went down, 
"Yes,” she said slowly, “Its often fun that way, too, 
don't you think?” 

Jim s heart was a hammering piledriver. 



12 


She surprised him. She didn't say, “Jim, we shouldn't 
be doing this!" Instead, when he took her in his 
anus, she said nothing. And when he kissed her, she 
didn't put her arms around him. She left them hang¬ 
ing at her sides. 

He kissed her long and hungrily; she didn't kiss 
back. 

Anger touched him. She'd invited him out into 
the brush * . , now she was silent, mechanical, un¬ 
yielding. 

“Something wrong?” 

“No. I just hadn't expected such an exuberant 
welcome from my boss, that's all." 

She sat down against the trunk of a live-oak. She 
wore tailored gray slacks with a razor-edge crease 
that hid not a muscle movement, a charcoal silk 
blouse and gray suede flats. 

Her brown hair was in a pony tail. She looked 
like a little girl upon whom mother nature had placed 
the right amount of weight in the right places. Sitting 
there, she seemed just to have “growed," with nothing 
more needed. She seemed completely artless. 

Jim lay down beside her. 

He had a vodka fifth, a quart of ginger ale. He'd 
sip first on the vodka, then the ginger ale. 

94 
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He offered her a drink 

She shook her head. “Not now, Jim. Thanks. That 
last class of mine. They’re studying endrocine glands. 
They'll never leam the functions of even the simple 
thyroid." She sighed. “I brought some lunch. It's 
out in the car,” 

“Wonderful.” 

She looked around at the trees, the brush. "This 
place is like something from a fairy tale,” 

Jim stabbed a glance upward. “Only Tm not a 
knight on a white charger—and Im not good-look* 

She brushed back his cowlick. “You re not good- 
looking,” she agreed. "You're handsome/ 3 

“I Idss your hand for that, fair damsel.” 

Jim kissed the back of her hand. Then he kissed 
the palm. Her other hand ran over his hair. He put 
his head on her thigh. For a small girl she had nice 
full thighs. She smelled nice. She felt nice, 

"Do you like me, Jim?” 

“Certainly. Or why would I have brought you 
here?” 

“I invited you to, remember?” 

She had left a note on his desk this morning, sug¬ 
gesting this spot, 

"Well,” he said, “you just beat me to it. Frankly, 
I was afraid to send you a note.” 

She sighed. "This is romantic.” She put her head 
back against the tree, closed her eyes. 

Take it easy, Jim told himself. 

So he lay there and sipped his vodka and ginger 
ale. He was trying to think of some way to get her 
out of that sitting position and away from the tree. 
He couldn't do anything with her sitting down. Even 
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if he sat beside her, it would not be much better. 

She kept her head back and her eyes closed. Her 
red lips asked, “Will Cynthia Jamison be put out if 
she finds out about us?” 

Anger flooded him. He clenched his fists. What 
in the hell was she driving at? Was she trying to 
run him off before any highjinks even got off to a 
start? Then he saw her half-smile and realized she 
was teasing him, 

“Why should Cynthia be angry? She and I aren't 
married, you know.” His voice was gruff. “And how 
would she find out?” 

“Ah, you are getting angry, Jim. Adrenalin is pour¬ 
ing into your blood.” 

He grabbed her by the shoulders, A look of sur¬ 
prise came into her liquid eyes. Roughly he jerked 
her to him, then pinned her shoulders to the ground. 
She wriggled, tried to get loose, couldn’t. His lips 
crashed down, found hers, ground against hers. He 
got his arms around her, lifted her from the ground, 
pulled her close, straining her against his hard body. 

He felt her breasts pushing against his chest. He 
kept grinding his mouth against hers, trying to arouse 
her to response—and finally succeeded. Her arms 
crept around his neck. Then, without warning, she 
braced her palms against his shoulders and pushed 
him away. 

She had a lot of strength for her size. 

“Lets not get too impetuous, Jim, please/* She 
leaped to her feet. “Ill get the lunch ” 

She drove a blue Volkswagen. They had arrived 
separately. She hurried down the path to the cars, 
parked in the clearing below. Jim watched her dis¬ 
appear, He lay on his back and looked at the blue 
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sky. Not a cloud in sight. He felt frustrated, but 
his anger was directed toward himself. 

He’d jumped the gun, broken the barrier too soon. 
He had been around too many promiscuous women. 
He had seen too many of the kind you meet, shove 
a few drinks into and then drag off to bed. 

A bluejay scolded overhead. It darted from branch 
to branch, making sneering noises. Jim watched it. 
Soon he heard her footsteps approaching. Melanie 
carried a picnic basket. 

He sat up. “I should have gone with you.” 

“This is all. Thanks.” She smiled. “Hungry?” 

Jim spoke frankly. “I’m mad.” 

Her voice softened. “Jim, darling—please don’t rush 
something like this. We've got something too precious 
—perhaps even priceless.” 

Jim remembered the impression she had made on 
him the first time he had seen her. A gong had 
sounded. He had thought of her constantly since. 
She might have something, at that. But you couldn’t 
hang a man for trying, could you?” 

Not that she seemed to have a hanging in mind. 

She had made a wonderful picnic lunch. Jim ate, 
sucked his two bottles, watched her quick, deft 
movements. She sat cross-legged, small and lovely, 
putting relish on his bread, babying him, scolding 
him, praising him. He found himself enjoying this 
country spot and her company. The vodka was begin¬ 
ning to give him a warm, comfortable feeling. 

He sighed, momentarily content with his world. 
He and Melanie seemed miles from nowhere although 
the highway was only a few hundred feet away. If 
you listened closely you could hear the hum of the 
cars. The bluejay ceased scolding, swooped down, 
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grabbed a crust of bread, then soared away, the 
booty safe in its beak* 

They ate slowly, laughing a lot. This was Friday, 
she reminded him—no school tomorrow* They should 
start a TGIF club at Harling, she said, 

“Whats a TGIF club?” he asked, 

“Thank God It's Friday,” She threw the jay a 
crust Have you taught long, Jim?” 

“This is my first teaching job,” 

“Oh, really?* Her arched brows rose, “And do you 
like it?” 

“Not too hot,” Jim lied. 

“I guess I was meant to be a teacher,” she said, 
looking at her fingers, “My father and mother were 
teachers. My two uncles were college professors. I 
just couldn't escape, I guess” 

“Do you like teaching?"' 

“Well, I like it as much as any work—oh, better 
than any other, I suppose. But maybe Fm old- 
fashioned. I think that I'd be happier being a wife 
to a man I loved and who loved me—just a housewife 
with a couple of kids.” 

Jim had no answer to this. Discreetly, he decided 
to change the subject. Sooner or later, he thought, 
they all got to the dishpan and diapers. He thought 
back hastily, Gyn had never mentioned being a 
housewife, though she probably had marriage in 
mind. Of all the women he had known for any length 
of time, she was the only one who had not pressed 
this subject. Day by day, he had been admiring 
Cyn more. 

But he would have to get his thoughts off her, too. 
He hated to admit it, but she had begun to be his con- 
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science lately ? a thing he had hoped to have lost years 
ago. 

Melanie chatted about her family. Her father was a 
high school superintendent in Colorado. Her mother 
taught in the junior high. She had three brothers and 
two sisters* Both sisters and one of the brothers were 
teachers. Her younger brother was in the navy. She 
had her back up against the tree again. Jim was lying 
on his belly again. His face was level with her thighs* 
He couldn't take his eyes from them. 

He wasn't giving up, 

“Now teU me about yourself, Jim?” 

Jim told her about everything except his drunk 
around the world. And he left out the female attrac¬ 
tions that he had met, 

“Somebody told me you'd taken a long trip around 
the world,” 

“That wasn't much ” he said modestly* *1 won that 
twenty thousand dollars for House Magnificent, and 
blew it on travel.” 

“I heard about House Magnificent, too ” 

Jim slanted a glance upward. “From whom?” 

“Cynthia Jamison, We were talking one day and 
she mentioned your prize and your trip,” 

Dusk came hurtling down, as it does in California 
die moment the sun sets. Melanie had her picnic 
basket packed and ready to go. She got to her feet, 
brushing slacks, 

“Lets go for a short walk, and then it's time I 
leave,” 

“What are you doing this weekend?” 

She seemed to hesitate, “I thought of going to Palo 
Alto, I take a Saturday class at Stanford, you know* 
Then Fm going to visit friends in Berkeley.” 
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“Both trips could be called off,” he reminded her* 

She laughed and kissed his ear, “Not this weekend, 
Fm committed,” 

Jim had a sudden mental picture of red-headed 
Fred Fanner, “Senor Farmer,” he murmured. “The 
lucky canine,” 

Her voice was sharp. “What are you talking about?* 

Jim shrugged, not meeting her eyes, “Just thinking 
out loud, I guess.” 

“Mr. Farmer is married,” she pointed out, “We’re 
good friends, nothing more. And don’t ever talk that 
way again, please!” 

“I stand corrected ” 

They walked along a trail, hand in hand, Jim part¬ 
ing the brush for her, being careful the stuff did not 
snap back into her face. When the path was wide 
enough they walked side fay side. He knew she was 
still angry; he said nothing more about Fred Farmer, 

“We’d better turn back,” she said, 

Jim thought, the whole day wasted, and then re¬ 
membered there would be Monday, the next week, 
and weeks after that. He picked up the picnic basket, 
salvaged the remainder of his vodka bottle, left the 
bottle of ginger ale behind for the bluejay, and they 
went down the path to their cars, parked among some 
live-oak trees off the highway. 

He put the basket in the back of ber little car. She 
climbed in and looked at him, inserting the key in the 
ignition. He put his arms around her. This time she 
did not attempt to evade his lips. Her mouth met his 
and held. He felt her tongue sneak in against his, and 
then she pulled away, smiling gaily, 

“You stinker,” she scolded. 

She put her car in gear and shot away. Jim went to 
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his Cad. His knees were not steady. The vodka had 
suddenly hit him hard. The world was taking on a 
brilliant color. 

The world was even more brightly colored in the 
cocktail lounge where he stopped before reaching the 
college. It was an ornate joint on the edge of a town 
called San Carlos, dimly lit, Jun groped his way to¬ 
ward the bar. There was an organist here, too. He 
could hear the organ and finally spotted it at the far 
end of the room, behind some potted palms. 

He slid on a stool, 

“What’B it be, sir?** 

He decided on another screwdriver. Through the 
fog came the thought that tomorrow" would not be a 
pleasant day. But it would be even more unpleasant if 
he mixed drinks, 

“Screwdriver.* 

The drink came. He became aware of somebody 
sitting behide him. Now that his eyes could pierce 
the semi-darkness he saw this somebody had blonde 
hair, a pretty face, and what seemed to be a nice 
figure, 

“My name,* he said, “is Matt Van Hollister He 
smiled inwardly. Matt would like that. 

I m Sylvia. 

“No surname, huh?* 

“Jones. Just plain Sylvia Jones,* 

“How do you do. Miss Jones." 

“How do you do. Mister—What did you say your 
name was?" 

“Van Hollister. Matt Van Hollister, There’s a street 
in Santa Barbara named Hollister. No Van with it, 
though." 

“I just love Santa Barbara," 
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"Everybody loves Santa Barbara/ 5 Jim said* “Drink, 
Sylvia?” 

Sylvia would. 

“Dance, Sylvia?” 

Sylvia would dance, too. 

She was a good dancer, She melted into him, fitting 
the contours of his body; he swayed, she swayed, and 
her swaying brought ideas. Sylvia smiled dreamily. 
The new Matt Van Holilster smiled dreamily. Sylvia 
snuggled even closer. For a while it looked like Sylvia 
and Matt Van Hollister would become one person, 
one fused mass of moving flesh. 

Finally Matt Van Hollister said, "Let's go some 
other place, sweetheart/* 

Sylvia was willing. 

"Lead the way, Sylvia.” 

Before he was out of the parking lot, Jim had one 
hand down on her thighs. She squeezed her legs to¬ 
gether, imprisoning his hand. Her thighs were soft 
and warm. She moved closer to him. Her hip was 
nice and soft and warm, too. Jim began to approve 
strongly of Sylvia. 

They made four more night clubs. The first one 
was not too bad, his eyesight had not suddenly dis¬ 
integrated; the second found him with poorer eye¬ 
sight, and things really wavered and danced in the 
third one. 

He hardly saw the fourth saloon at all. 

He remembered getting into a booth with Sylvia. 
He remembered a waitress who wore next to nothing 
other than the rooster tail sticking out of her rump. 
He remembered that he was getting sleepy. 

"Tired, Matt, honey?” 
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"A little." 

“Maybe you want to drive out in the country—get 
some air. I'd like to" 

They left before their drinks arrived. He remem¬ 
bered opening the car door for her. He climbed be¬ 
hind the wheel She was pressing him closely again, 
and this time her dress was up around her waist. He 
noticed she didn't wear a girdle of any kind—not even 
a pantie girdle. No stockings, either. 

He looked at her legs. He thought of brown legs 
in japan, of darker legs south in the Malay country, 
of coal black legs in Nairobi and Arusha, He thought 
of Melanie's legs. They were real nice legs, Melanie’s 
were. And then he thought of Cyn Jamison’s legs. 

Long, beautifully proportioned. Smallish ankles, 
lovely calves, dimpled knees, full, ripe thighs. By 
the way, where in hell was Cyn? Home, sleeping, he 
supposed. 

He backed out the Cad carefully. A 502—a drunk¬ 
driving charge—cost a man two hundred and fifty 
bucks in California, plus a thirteen-buck sales tax. 
He'd always got a kick out of that: paying a sales 
tax on a drunk-driving fine. And a man would lose 
his license for six months. 

Suddenly Ills thoughts grew sober. 

Sure, he had the two hundred and sixty-three 
bucks. Of course, he didn’t want to lose his driver’s 
license. But what bothered him most, seeping through 
his alcoholic-laden mind, was the fact that, if he did 
get the hand of the law on him, it would reflect on 
Harling College, where he was a member of the 
faculty, and, because it would hit Harling, it would 
also hit Cyn Jamison, 
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Strange I'm thinking this way, he thought, 

“YouYe shivering/' he told Sylvia, “You need a 
wrap. Let's stop at your house and get one before 
we go,” 

“I could stand something. Matt,” 

“You live around here?” 

“Just around the comer, and then to your right 
three blocks. You Ye thoughtful, lover/' 

“Always try to oblige/' 

She had him stop in front of a small duplex, A 
glance at the dash clock told him it was almost one. 
The evening sure had kicked itself away in a hurry, 
Sylvia put her arms around him. She kissed him 
fervidly on the mouth s and her breasts made little 
didoes on his chest. He pulled her to him as if she 
were the only female in the county. Finally they 
broke and she whispered, “111 be right out. Matt,” 
Then she was running up the path. He heard a 
door open, close, and the right duplex sprouted light. 
He stepped on the gas softly and the Cad drifted 
away without noise. He turned the comer, found the 
highway leading to the branch-off to Santa Rico, and 
used more accelerator, carefully keeping in his lane, 
driving not a hit over the legal night-speed limit. 
What the hell is wrong with you, Matt Van Hol¬ 
lister, he asked himself. There she was, built like a 
woman is supposed to be built and ready to trot, you 
with dough in your pocket to pay her—and you 
maroon the poor girl in her hot apartment. Now she'll 
have to hoof aU the way back to some joint. Find 
another sucker. 

He chuckled dryly. His mouth was wadded with 
cotton. He remembered the vodka bottle. It rolled 
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back and forth on the floor. He got it, took a snort, 
wiped his mouth, then took another. 

He didn't know what was wrong with Matt Van 
Hollister tonight, but he did know what was wrong 
with Jim Harrigan. 

Jim Harrigan wanted to get home and go to bed. 
And where was home? 

Harling College, of course—where Cyn Jamison 
was. 

He found the place where the road forked, lifting 
over the hills to Santa Rico, There was no traffic at 
this hour. The moon was up. Trees, quiet and serene, 
threw shadows across the silvery road. He came to 
the main drag of Santa Rico, The business section was 
only two blocks long. There wasn t a car parked on 
Main Street, He swung right, drove through silent 
side streets. He parked in the faculty parking lot, 
Melanie s little Volkswagen was not there. 

He found out that he staggered a little. This won t 
do, Jim Harrigan told himself. Somebody might ac¬ 
cidentally see him. He pulled himself erect, forced 
his knees to hold him. He got to the door of his 
cabana. 

He fumbled for his keys. He had the wrong pocket. 
Then he had a hard time separating the keys from 
his knife. He finally got them unraveled. He stood 
for a moment looking at Cyn s door. 

He wanted to go to her quarters. He wanted to 
flop into bed beside her, put his arm around her slim 
waist and pull her close and feel her warmth and 
strength—but he knew he shouldn’t do it. Somebody 
might be awake. He’d sleep alone. It was for the 
best, anyway. When drunk he rolled and tossed a lot* 
In the morning the sheet would be wound up tightly. 
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He fumbled, found the slot. The key turned. The 
door opened. He remembered to take his key out of 
the lock. 

He closed the door. The latch sprang shot. 

He didn't turn on the light. 

He lurched to his bed. Gratefully he sat on its 
edge. He slipped off one sandal, then the other He 
got out of his sport shirt. He kicked his pants off 
feebly. He threw his shorts across the room. 

The words came softly from his bed, "Hello 
drunk” 

He stiffened. He thought at first it was Melanie. 
Then realized the impression came from the dregs of 
his brain, 

"Cyn” 

"Don't talk so loud.” 

He rolled into bed beside her. She slept under a 
sheet. He put his arms around her, pulled her close, 
kissed her at least a dozen times. He*d bury her with 
kisses. 

Darling, Cyn, I love you.” 

Her mouth was against his. Her body, full and 
curvaceous, became a part of his. 

You smell like Snuffy Smith's still ” 

Her voice, he decided, wasn’t angry~it held silent 
laughter. This was new to him. You drunken pig , . . 

He rolled on his back. He stared at a ceiling he 
couldn’t see, He got her head on his arm. Her black 
hair fell across his skin. It tickled. It felt good. She 
was Cyn. She was his. 

"Creeipes, I’m drunk.” 

She snuggled even closer. “You’ve been a good boy 
for a long, long time, darling. You have the right 
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to kick over the jugs one night. I’m so proud of 
you, Jim.” 

My God, he thought, am I hearing right? 

“Are you sleepy?” she asked. 

He was already asleep. 
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Melanie Moore did not go to Stanford, She had had 
enough of books for one week—in fact for an entire 
lifetime. She parked the Volkswagen off Highway 101 
at a cocktail lounge on the edge of Palo" Alto. She 
ordered a martini and sat playing with it at the bar, 
musing. 

Her thoughts were on Jim Harrigan. Had she 
played it correctly-hard to get, cold at the right 
time, luring him on? Her flesh burned. He'd grabbed 
her, held her tight, and, at that moment, she had 
wanted to give in. She had wanted to put her arms 
tightly around him, pull him close, let the inevitable 
occur. 

Why did she hunger for Jim Harrigan? 

First, he was handsome. Next, he was smart. Third, 
he was creative. He had, in her estimation, great 
promise—once he settled down and went to work on 
his board. She figured he didn’t have much money. 

But he did have connections with the right group_ 

the moneyed group. He would go up. And, as he went 
up, the money would come in. 

She was tired of working, 

Fred Farmer lumbered onto the stool beside her. 
“Hello,” he said. 

“You’re late.” 
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“Had some tilings to clear up.” 

She almost said, “You had trouble sneaking away 
from the wife and the kids, huh?” but she held that. 
She had come to a conclusion. This wou d be the 
last one-night stand she and Fred would throw. 
Although she would miss him-he was a bull on an 
innerspring. He satisfied her in that one respect. 

She said quietly, “Do you have any money t 

“Some” , ... . , 

She knew his salary was not the world s largest 

She thought of his wife and two kids. Her hand met 
his, 

“No,” he said quietly. 

His eyes were on his screwdriver. 

She pried his hand open. She put the twenty dollar 
bill in it and closed his huge fingers over it. 

“I’m earning a good salary now.” 

His voice held anger. “Dammit, I^wish I d made 
Harling. Shuffled off in the first tests.” 

“They’ll add more students. ThereTl be a chance 

for you. I’ll work underground.” _ 

“With the female, yes-with Jamison. But no 
this Harrigan fellow, understand?” 

She bit her lip. “I understand.” - 

They finished their drinks. He followed her Vo ks- 
wagen to an overnight parking garage where they 
left her car. They had dinner at Sandy s Cove. 

“I feel like getting plastered,” he said. 

“I wish you wouldn’t' Drunk, he had a tumble 

temper. She shivered. , 

"Why not? I have the impression you re through 

"TtoU’cm you sav such things!" Her hand found 
his under the table. “I was thinking selfishly, honey. 
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VVhen you drink too much you’re not too good in 

He grinned. “I’ll watch the booze, then.” 

i , vL Went to a movie ' S!ie yawned discreetly. She 
had little interest in films. They had a few more 

drinks then checked into a motel as man and wife 
So far the evening had been pretty much a bust 
In the closed room, booze hit her fast. She thought 
maybe I have to get drunk to go to bod with him . . ] 
The idea filled her with anger and with the anger 
came loathmg-mostly directed toward herself. Sud¬ 
denly, without warning, she ran to him. She threw 
her arms around him. He had taken off his shirt. She 
pressed her white teeth savagely into his shoulder. 

«. r J° ng f „ na / ls Cla j w ^ d his b ^k, leaving red streaks. 
Christ, he said. You gone nuts? 1 * 

Face savage he jerked her away, holding her at 
arms length his lips working. To him she was a 
feather. He hfted her off the ground. He stared at 
her. Her teeth had left a red ring in his flesh. 

She fought his grip. She bit his forearm. He yelped 
ropped her. He lunged for her. She ran, but he' 
caught her. He held her in his arms. She kicked, 
grunted, tried again to bite. 

Passion reddened his huge face. His eyes became 
g istenmg and narrow. He carried her to the bed 
dumped her. She tried to squirm off. He caught her* 
tuige hands pinning her down 

an'^XheSr bitch ' Mel1 a ** b “‘ hot - 

She said, “Let me up!” 

He had his weight over her. His lips tried to meet 
hers but she moved her head, evading his coarse 
mouth. He was a solid hunk of prehistoric man. He 
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mumbled* groaned, tensed, found her Ups. He held 
them, pressing her head deep into the pillow, one 
hand going free* moving down across her sleek body. 

Her mood had suddenly changed. Her frenzied 
anger had achieved its purpose. It had aroused them 
both. It had broken up the staleness of the evening. 
Now was the time for passion , * , 

Afterward she said* *Tm aU in—half dead. But 
what a delightful way to die—” She got out of bed, 
picked up her overnight bag, and went into the 
bathroom. Now she knew fear instead of passion. 

When she came back he was lying on his side of 
the bed. He had huge thighs, enormous knees, big 
feet. His chest was like a keg. It lifted and fell to his 
heavy breathing. His hands lay limp, knuckles big 
as spools. She looked down at her small, lithe body. 
How could a body as small and fragile as hers stand 
up under his love-making? 

She crept into bed, A heavy finger touched her 
thigh. Tm sleepy, Met” 

"So am I” 

“It’s so good to be with you. All week I just want 
you, Mel.” 

She lay on her back, saying nothing. His head 
moved and he looked at her and she could feel the 
impact of his bovine eyes. 

"I have a terrible feeling,” he said, “I think we Ye 
through, I think you are tired of me. But I’ll never 
let you go, Mel.” 

Common sense told her to keep silent 

"Maybe it was all wrong from the start, me a mar¬ 
ried man with two kids. Fll never forget the first time 
I saw you at that faculty meeting. I sat there and 
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loved you with my eyes even though I didn't even 
know your name” 

“Please, Fred, please—let me sleep * 

“I never dreamed, never hoped it would come to 
this. But then, all this time, something has been whis¬ 
pering it can't last.” His laugh was low thunder, “I 
guess we were convenient to each other. I needed 
sex and you needed sex. But with me, it’s gone be¬ 
yond that.” 

Not with me, she thought, 

‘‘You're hurting both of us,” she said quietly. 

He rose on one elbow. The bed on that side sank* 
“But its true, isn't it?” 

“No, Go to sleep,” 

“Will you stay with me?” 

She thought of his huge hands. “Yes.” 

“F1I talk to Margaret next week* I'll tell her that I 
want a divorce.” 

An icy band constricted her chest. “But I thought 
Margaret hasn't been feeling well lately, that she's 
cross and snappy,” 

“That hysterectomy she went through two months 
ago. Doc says it is surgical menopause ” 

“Do you think now would be the time to tell her?” 
“I don't know. She might be in better humor by 
next week. Doc says cases like hers slip in and out 
of bad humor,” 

“We have to look at it from all angles, Fred” 
“What do you mean?” His voice w ? as savage, 

“We must get Margarets consent. This can't be 
dragged into court as a contested case. If it were, it 
would mean your job—and probably mine. Fm sure 
Miss Jamison wouldn't stand for unfavorable pub- 
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Hefty about Harling after she’s worked so hard and 
spent so much money to get the college going 
He lay on his back again* The bed finally settled. 
"Yes, that’s right.” 

“It might mean both our jobs ” Melanie groped for 
the proper words* “The thing to do is catch her in 
good humor, talk her into going quietly to Nevada. 
IT help foot the bill” 

He kissed her damply. 

“I guess I was wrong, Mel. I guess you do love me.” 
Soon he was sound asleep* The sheet did not hide 
his huge outlines—he was a giant, sprawled on a 
Beautyrest. His breathing was deep and coarse. His 
nostrils flared in and out. His mouth was opened 
slightly showing white peg teeth* 

Melanie Moore lay on her back. 

She had her own thoughts. 

They were about Jim Harrigan* 
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Cyn Jamison was no fool. She knew Jim Harrigan*s 
philandering nature- She admired him on several 
points—he had brains* he was politic to a degree* he 
was handsome. But he had thrown away most of his 
adult life, wandering from place to place* from this 
bed to that. 

She knew just how Jim thought and felt. She knew 
because she, too, had long been lost. But she had 
found herself ... to a degree. Partly with Jim's help— 
or perhaps simply because he had happened along. 
Odd, she thought, how a person can change in a 
few short months. She thought of the striptease she 
had performed at their first meeting. She did not 
think of it with shame. Looking back on it now it did 
not seem foolish. It had fitted the occasion—and the 
actors. In fact, it had been good from one standpoint 
—it had brought Jim and herself together. 

She leaned back in her chair. She was alone in her 
office. Outside, a slow wind stirred the leaves. She 
heard her secretary move about in the outer office. 
Classes were in session. The campus was quiet 
She closed her eyes and sighed. 

She wanted to hold Jim. Sometimes she wondered 
why. Now she smiled softly, She loved him—a reason 
as simple as that. She had never before been in love, 
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She had had many affairs—violent, stormy deals that 
had, in the end, blown themselves to bits by their own 
crosswinds. With Jim it was different. She felt at 
home with him, admired him, and looked to him for 
advice. 

She worked on him patiently. 

Jim whimsically belittled himself many times, yet 
she knew he had a fierce and tenacious pride. You 
couldn't walk up to a man of Jim's temperament and 
say bluntly, “I don't like this or that about you. I want 
you to change. You've got to change." 

Such an action—such words—would have driven 
Jim from her long ago. 

She had worked slowly, carefully. When she had 
wanted to scold, to flare into anger, she had man¬ 
aged coaxing and flattery instead. And she had found 
the approach worked. 

But there was a danger. 

Some women on the college faculty—and several 
of the girl students—were attractive. Jim could have 
a good pick of competition for Cyn right here on the 
campus. He could build up a harem. 

And bring disgrace to Marling College, 

Odd, how lately, the welfare of the college was 
always uppermost in her mind. 

Maybe she should send him packing? 

The thought brought a tight smile. She couldn't— 
and wouldn't—send Jim Harrigan hiking down the 
road, suitcase in hand, Jim was part of Marling Col¬ 
lege, whether he admitted it or not. Jim was also a 
part of her. 

She toyed with a pencil, let her mind move over 
the unmarried women at Marling. One by one, they 
sifted through her mind. She built them into solid 
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mental ullages, looked carefully at all of them* Which 
represented the most danger to her to Jim Harrigan 
—and therefore to Hailing? 

She narrowed the field down to three. And of the 
three she eliminated two, and only one stood alone— 
Dr, Melanie Moore. 

Silently Cynthia cursed her own sex. Regardless of 
how much a woman tried, she could never divorce 
herself from the demands of her sex. She was a 
woman first, an executive last. 

Melanie Malone was a bitch. She was a conniving, 
scheming little animal, and she had made a very 
direct appeal to Jim, Cynthia Jamison stood ready to 
pay her the biggest compliment one woman can pay 
another—yes, Melanie Moore was a bitch, but she was 
a smart bitch. 

Ill watch her, she thought. 

No, I won't send her packing. She's also a credit 
to the faculty, damn her. 

m work on Jim, 

m work subtly, carefully. I'll hold my temper. Ill 
make him need me. 

The highest fence is an open gate. Ill never close 
that gate, I won't encroach too openly, too boldly, 
upon his character and temperament. III make him 
need me, always. 

Her secretary buzzed, 

“A Mr, Watson to see you. Miss Jamison. You will 
remember he is the salesman for the Wiggins firm. 
They sell paper towels and all paper goods.” 

“Send him in, please.” 
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Jim Harrigan had learned a few essential things 
about Dr, Melanie Moore without too much effort* 
He had found out that Fred Farmer was married* 
Fred had a wife and two children* He and his family 
lived in a subdivision situated in a nice residential 
section. Their house had a red mission-tile roof, Jim 
guessed it also had a big mortgage. 

But he was interested in Fred Farmer only insofar 
as Fred Farmer was concerned with Melanie Moore* 
Although her sweet, girlish appearance proclaimed 
Melanie an angel, Jim suspected she had cellophane 
wings* 

He figured she was occasionally bunking up with 
Fred Fanner. And Fred Fanner was a thoroughly 
married man. 

At this point, Jim Hardgan caught his thoughts* 

He was not being fair to Melanie. He had never 
seen her and lumbering Fred under the same sheet 
together, and he doubted he wanted to* Even the 
assumption that they hit the sack together disturbed 
him badly. 

He felt jealousy. This was only normal. He would 
have felt jealous even if Fred and Melanie were 
married* When he’d first met Melanie, if she’d asked 
him, he would have jumped in his Cad with her and 
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left Harlmg College high and dry. Bot that had been 
some six weeks ago. Something had happened to him 
since. For one thing, he’d found he liked teaching. 
He'd grown to like parrying questions, pouring forth 
what knowledge he possessed, what theories he held 
—and he was pretty sure his students liked him. Not 
aU of them, of course. 

His classes took two hours a day, five days a week. 
Tuesday and Thursdays he gave exams. His quizzes 
were long and rough, But he no longer looked upon 
teaching as a battle between himself and his students. 
He had soon changed that opinion. He and the stu¬ 
dents now worked together as a sympathetic unit. 
One Tuesday night Cyn slipped in and found him 
correcting test papers. He said, “Hi, honey,” and she 
kissed him on the forehead and sat on the bed. He 
grinned, “These kids are really up. Fm standing on 
tiptoe and they still reach higher. They re a good 
bunch,” 

He went back to his work. 

He did not see Cvn’s slow smile. 

His drawing board was on the easel. A square of 
rough paper was tacked to it, She could see the out* 
line of something but, at this distance, and m the dim 
light, she couldn't make out exact forms. 

“Doing a little work?” Lightly. 

“Correcting tests. Can't you see, honey?” 

“I mean on your board.” 

He didn’t look up, “Had an idea,” be said. 

Her smile became more cheerful. He didn’t like 
her silence. Once again he got the impression of 
walls moving in on him. He had had that impression 
before, of course—only then the walls had moved in 
on him much faster. 
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The first portion of his tests were essay type. The 
last sections were devoted to various objective ques¬ 
tions: true and false, multiple choice, match and 
completion. He was busily checking the objective 
items against a chart he had made. He talked quietly, 

“There are many things that most people don't 
see in a house or other type of building," he said. 
“The average person looks at a house and says, 'Gee, 
that's nice/ or, 'Not bad, not bad/ and another says, 
'God, what a dump/ but they don't see the house in 
its reality," He made a check mark. “That was a long 
sentence,” 

She studied the side of his face. He had had a ter¬ 
rible hangover after his drunk a week ago and had 
spent Saturday in bed moaning and cursing any drink 
but Adam s ale which, she had discovered, meant a 
glass of cool clear water. On Sunday they had gone 
for a picnic and a walk in the hills. She had bought a 
quart of bourbon. He hadn't taken a drink. The quart, 
still three-fourths full, was in her closet. 

Good gosh, she thought, I’m feeling like a mother 
with one kid and the kid just won the American 
Legion essay contest. She got to her feet and kissed 
him on the ear. 

“Why’d you do that?" 

“Because you're you, that's why," 

He swing to face her. “Gyn/' he said. He stopped. 

She said nothing, just watched him. 

He'd almost said, Cyn , you have to wait three dat/s 
for blood tests to get married in California. L^fs 
hightail over to Nevada where we can get the job 
done quickly. He had caught himself. He had thought 
of Melanie Moore. 

“Yes?” 



120 


HAULING COLLEGE 

"Cyn, damn it to hell, I like teaching/' 

He thought her face clouded a little; he wasn’t 
sure. The light was not too bright in his cabana. 

*Tm glad to hear that,” 

He pushed his chair back and got to his feet 
“WeVe both changed.” 

She spoke slowly, “I think we have. I don’t know 
thing to work for, I know I have changed a great 
deal” 

She walked to the Hi-fi, He watched her, admiring 
her clean, strong lines, her pert walk. 

He said, “You been practicing die hooker s walk?” 

"Jim!” 

"Just like the high-school girls,” he teased. "One 
butt rises, hangs suspended, tantalizes the boys from 
eight to eighty, then settles down again, and the other 
buttock repeats the performance.” 

She didn’t answer. She put on a record and muted 
the hi-fi low. Suddenly she whirled and walked m 
front of him, “Like this, huh?” 

Her walk was a living symphony of rhythm. Her 
buttocks lifted, teased, begged, implored, then be¬ 
came disdainful. His breath caught and his blood 
awoke—he found himself catching her, pulling her to 
him. She resisted and she was strong. He used his 
superior muscle. He got behind her, pushed her to 
the bed. 

He rolled her on the bed and rested on his elbows, 
his face an inch from hers. Her eyes roved over his 
face, and a slow smile formed on her lips, mystic and 
almost sad, but in its sadness, happy. 

She raised a hand. Her fingers touched his cheek 
lightly, “You need a shave,” she said, "as usual,” 

His lips found hers. His kiss was soft and warm. 



HARLXMG COLLEGE 121 

Her lips clung to his. One hand went behind his back, 
touched his head, and held him against her* He felt 
her breast rise to labored motion. 

"Oh, God/' she whispered. '‘Oh, God—” 

His free hand explored. He felt her thighs quiver 
and she trembled, shoulders moving slightly. He 
stopped. 

"You don't like?” 

“X love it” 

‘"Then why?” 

Tm thinking too much, I guess ” 

The moment was gone. It had broken into thin 
nothing. He got to his feet. He walked to his desk 
and looked down at the test papers. He didn't see 
them. They held no interest. 

He knew what she was thinking about. 

His next words surprised even himself. "Thanks¬ 
giving vacation is not too many weeks away, Cyn. 
WeVe got a week off. What say we run over to 
Vegas and get married?” 

My God , he thought desperately. What am I say - 
ing. 

He glanced at her. 

She wasn't acting like a prospective bride should 
act. She wasn't breaking the high-jump record. She 
didn't even sit up. She just lay there and watched 
him, her bands behind her head. 

"Did you hear me.” he asked hoarsely. 

"Yes, I heard you, Jim.” 

From somewhere, now, came an icy draft of wind. 
It cut through his flesh, numbing him. Maybe she 
wouldn't have him? Maybe he was too much of a 
bum, a drunk— 
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Anger filled him, He moved to the edge of the bed. 
He looked down at her, fists with white knuckles. 

He croaked like a bullfrog. “What you say?” 

"Do I have to say any tiling?” 

“Well, damn it, 1 proposed to you—first woman 
I’ve ever proposed to—and, well, you just lie there.” 

She held out a hand. He took it. She pulled him 
down on top of her. She whispered in his ear, “You 
fool. Jim Harrigan, you sweet, delectable, stupid, lov¬ 
able fool—” She held his head between her hands. 
“Now what is it the groom does first to the bride?” 

It was his turn to be facetious. “Puts a ring on her 
finger, I guess.” 

“Oh, forget the ring.” 

“I don't know—” 

She reached up and flipped the w T all switch. The 
room was hurled into darkness. He felt her breasts 
move under him, and suddenly she quivered. Her 
mouth found his, moist and warm, demanding, chng- 
ing, probing and he heard her whisper “You know 
what I mean. And this groom had better get to work 
before the bride dies of anticipation . . .” 

He went to work. 

Gladly. 

Willingly. 

Whole-heartedly. 
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Cyn left about two. He had fallen asleep. When 
she sat on the edge of the bed to pull on her stock¬ 
ings he came to. He reached out and found her hand. 

She bent over and kissed his cheek. She had a nice 
perfume. He didn't like it as well as Melanie's, 
though. 

“Soon we won't have to sneak around like this, 

J r n 

lm. 

Jim awoke to full reality. “Let's keep it a secret,” 
he said, "When vacation comes well slip over to 
Vegas. Well get the rings, then.” 

She paused. “I think that’s a good idea,” she said. 
She kissed him again. He heard her cross the room. 
The door opened and she slipped outside. The door 
shut, the latch clicked. 

He rolled over on his back. 

What the devil had come over him? He'd always 
looked upon marriage as a penal sentence, differing 
only from barred confinement in that a man could 
have a little space in which to walk around. 

He’d stuck his neck in the noose. In fact, he'd 
kicked loose the trapdoor under his feet. He didn't 
need a hangman around. He had executed himself* 
Finally he came to the conclusion that maybe mar¬ 
riage was, after all, best for him. As far as the so- 
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called vows were concerned, no legal ceremony ever 
held together a man or woman who wanted to part. 
Marriages were a lot like keeping a dog, Both re¬ 
quired a state license. 

A marriage license was not handed down by a 
Deity. A sallow-faced clerk made it out. And most 
laws were only made to be broken . * * 

“Let's keep it secret,” he had said. 

She had agreed. 

Why had he wanted to keep their plans secret? He 
knew the answer to that immediately. 

Melanie Moore. 

Let Melanie get hold of the news of his and Cyn’s 
approaching marriage, and Melanie would have 
nothing to do with him. 

He thought of Melanie. 

He had many thoughts. Out of these he selected 
one. He'd play up to Melanie, stage a mid one-night 
stand with her, and then, after swearing eternal love, 
he'd not see her again. Not while he was single any¬ 
way. He'd marry Cyn. Melanie would be on the 
campus. He'd splurge a little dough on her, Cyn s 
dough. If Melanie came back to the innerspring, she'd 
come back—if she didn't, that was just her tough luck. 

Her pride would be hurt. She might stay away a 
while, nurse her wounded ego, then come back for 
another whirl. 

He'd work on that plan. 

He went to sleep. 


Melanie Moore had seen Miss Jamison slip into 
Jim Harrigan's cabana. She had watched through the 
part in her drapes. She did not wait to see at what 
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time Miss Jamison left. Her time of departure was of 
no importance. The significant thing was that Cyn 
Jamison had gone to Harrigan's quarters. 

She went to her desk, snapping on the gooseneck 
lamp. She had test papers to correct. She sat down, 
jabbed a pencil wickedly into a blotter. Her eyes 
were hard as agates. Her mouth grew tight. She sat 
unmoving for perhaps five minutes, then pushed the 
tests angrily aside, some papers fluttering to the 
floor. 

She did not pick them up, but kicked them to one 
side. 

Time for bed, she thought, viciously imagining 
Cyn and Jim together, rolling on his bunk. Anger 
painted her cheeks. She moved to her full-length 
mirror. 

She had already kicked off her shoes and hose. 
Slowly she unbuttoned her dress, starting at the bot¬ 
tom and then, the last button released, she shoved 
the dress over her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. 
She stepped out of it, kicked the dress away. 

She studied her small, well-built body, tanned by 
the California sun, lovely and wholesome and invit¬ 
ing, She unsnapped her bra, freeing her breasts. 

They tumbled free like puppies being released 
from their pen. They jutted dark nipples upward. She 
cupped her hands under them, looked down at their 
fullness and, for the first time, smiled, 

“Jim Harrigan will love you two,” she said softly. 

Gently she massaged her breasts, fingers working 
tenderly, slowly. Heat ran through her body. Her 
nipples tightened, became brown rigid rings. Her 
hips swayed in a circular motion. Her head went 
back, her eyes closed, her lips parted slightly. 
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She stood like that for a full minute. 

Suddenly disgust caught her. Her hands fell to her 
side. They became small fists. She looked at her body. 
Her skin was evenly tanned. When she sun-bathed 
she went on the roof, back of the parapet, and wore 
nothing but her skin. 

She turned abruptly, snapped out the light and 
went to bed. But not to sleep. She was still thinking 
of Cyn and Jim, Then inevitably she remembered 
Fred Farmer, 

Poor blundering, stupid oaf. How had he ever got 
on a college faculty? The personnel director must 
have had a hangover the day he'd hired Fred, And 
she must have been nuts to tumble into bed with 
him. 

It had all been her fault, of course. 

They said a woman always had to lead a man on. 
Well, this was definitely true in the case of Fred 
Farmer, She had, in effect, seduced the man. What 
in him had appealed to her? 

She knew the answer to that—it had been partly 
the brute force of him. The rough, tough caveman, 
the lumbering, stalking giant, had appealed to some 
atavistic part of her that subconsciously remembered 
the dim, faraway days when men took women by 
force and women enjoyed it more because it had so 
happened. 

And partly she had found him appealing because 
at the time she had sorely needed a man. Just as she 
needed a man, here, at this spot, in this bed, at this 
moment. 

She hadn't seen Fred in two weeks, not since that 
night in the motel when he had sworn never to let 
her get away. He had telephoned a number of times. 



127 


HAULING COLLEGE 

But she had not allowed him to talk her into a date, 
claiming she was too busy. The fact was that she no 
longer wanted him. 

By this time, Fred should know they were through. 
Done, kaput, finished. It would hit him hard for a 
while. He was, in his heart, a lonely man and she 
had given him a respite from that loneliness. 

But he would get over her. 

Give anybody time, and thev got over whatever 
went by the name of love. And Fred Farmer was no 
exception. He would take his rejection harder and 
more as a personal affront than the average man. Be¬ 
cause in many ways he was still an infant, screaming 
for life to spoil him. She remembered the moments 
when she had seen the adult veneer stripped from 
him, moments when the childish anger and terrible 
uncomprehending rage showed through. 

She touched her palms to her hips. Her skin felt 
clammy. She was afraid of him. But this was civiliza¬ 
tion, There were laws, Fred Farmer would have to 
abide by those laws. 

She hoped. She shivered. 

Damn Fred, She switched her thoughts to Jim 
Harrigan. Day by day, almost hour by hour, Cyn 
Jamison was weaving her web about Jim, the invis¬ 
ible strands drawing tighter with each fleeting mo¬ 
ment, Melanie decided to abandon her first method 
—the coy approach. That had been silly, anyway. 

She should have given in to him at the picnic in¬ 
stead of playing the demure little-girl role. She 
should have worn a dress. With a shared intimacy 
between them things would be different now. He 
would not even be thinking of Cynthia at this mo¬ 
ment—fool, Melanie berated herself. 
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She had thought of other angles, too. Should she 
get herself pregnant by Jim? Again she shivered— 
this time from relief and gratitude because Fred 
had not impregnated her. 

She had studied Harrigan carefully. Jim had led a 
rounder s life. He had traveled, she knew, not only 
around the world, but probably also from bed to bed. 
He seemed carefree, almost irresponsible, on the 
surface. He had conquered women easily, using what¬ 
ever it was that had reached under her own skin— 
animal magnetism? 

But he also had a great sense of obligation. He 
avoided responsibilities because, once he assumed 
them, he would be unable to shirk them. If, in a few 
months, she were to tell him she was pregnant, she 
would have him. She had an idea that, although he 
proclaimed otherwise, he liked children. He was fair- 
minded and equitable with his students, and tried 
sincerely to develop their talents, Melanie felt sure 
that if she became pregnant by Jim, he would love 
her all the more. 

Of course, the scandal would probably mean their 
leaving Harling College, but they were young. The 
world was their oyster. Jim had a brain—he had won 
a big architectural prize and would do well again, 

Melanie would not mind a world tour with Jim, 
but she would have to move fast. She would have to 
whip Cyn Jamison and all she had to do it with was 
her body. 

She had no millions. 

She smiled, rolled over, and slept 
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There was a small beer parlor and cafe at the junc¬ 
tion of Highway 101 and Santa Rico Road, three 
miles from Harling College, where Jim occasionally 
stopped. One afternoon, just as he had settled on a 
stool, a Volkswagen drew up outside and Melanie 
stepped out of it. She wore a neat blue dress with 
a white corsage at her throat. Her blue pumps 
matched her dress. 

She looked trim, neat, and lovely. 

The Irishman behind the bar leaned hairy arms 
on the mahogany and breathed, “Holy Mother of 
Saints—look what just drove up.” 

“One of Harling College’s faculty members ” Jim 

said. 

“You mean she teaches at the college? Where you 
tc ach ?" 

“She does ” Jim said, looking at the Irishman’s 
beefy, broken-veined face. Lust shone on it like a 
Been light. 

“How the hell do you keep your hands off her?” 

“It isn’t easy* 

Jim wondered if Melanie could see him through 
the window. The place was dim, cool. He expected 
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her to enter the cafe, partitioned from the bar, but 
she came into the bar. 

She saw him and said, “Oh, hello, Jim.” She peeled 
off her blue gloves. "I saw one of our station wagons 
in the parking area but I had no idea you were driv¬ 
ing it.” 

“Something for the lady?” the bartender asked Jim. 

Jim looked at her inquiringly. 

“Do they only serve beer?'’ 

“Oh, no. Mixed drinks, too. Anything you want.” 

“A screwdriver, please.” 

Jim nodded and the Irishman hurried for orange 
juice and vodka. 

Melanie turned her brown eyes on Jim. “Do you 
come here quite often?” 

“A couple of times a week. Casey and I sling the 
oxen.” 

Casey came with her drink. She opened her purse 
but Jim beat her to it. Jim picked up his drink and 
hers. 

He steered her into a booth in the rear of the room. 
Here they had some measure of privacy. She slid 
down and said, “Sit beside me, Jim?” 

“I won’t object,” Jim said. 

She sat next to the wall. The booth had a high 
back, Casey and the others at the bar could not see 
them. She said, “Imagine meeting you here.” 

“A saloon" Jim said philosophically, “is just a 
saloon, whether in Dar es Salaam or London.” He 
grinned. I m the type of man who needs company 
with my beer. Casey comes from Dublin.” 

“Were you in Dublin?” 

lies, Jim paused. He’d told her enough. 
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She turned slightly to look at him. Her knees 
touched his. She left it so. Her eyes swept his face. 

“I haven’t seen much of you since the picnic," 

"We didn’t see too much of each other then, as I 
remember.” 

She said abruptly, softly, “Forgive me for having 
behaved like an idiot, Jim,” Her hand came down 
over his. Jim pulled his hand free, put his arm around 
her, drew her close and kissed her. Her lips were 
unresponsive. Her eyes held silent mockry. 

“Dammit," he grated. “What are you—a rag stuffed 
with sawdust?” 

‘Tin a woman, Jim.” 

“Flame on the rocks?” He smiled, “I’ve heard that 
before." 

She flushed and stirred her drink. Suddenly she 
put down the swizzlestick, turned to face him, rais¬ 
ing her arms and lips. They kissed for a long, silent 
moment and Jim began to forget where they were. 
Melanie’s thigh pressed against his, moved to his 
answering pressure. Her hand played on the back of 
his head, mussing his hair slowly. 

Finally they drew apart. 

Melanie said nothing. Her lips remained slightly 
parted. Her eyes moved over his face—at last she 
laughed softly. A quiet, contented sound, that of a 
woman in love. 

“I shouldn’t have done that,” she said. 

"Why?” 

“Jim, you’re as good as married. Everybody on the 
campus expects Cynthia Jamison to announce your 
engagement any day.” 

He flushed angrily. “She’ll have to consult me first” 

Melanie sobered. Again her hand covered his. 
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“Forgive me/* She laughed shakily. “Darn it, I be¬ 
lieve I’m in love with you. Will you let me out, 
please?** 

Jim stood up. “Are you angry with me, MelanieF* 

She moved past him. Her thighs pushed against 
his in the narrow booth. She tugged on her gloves. 

“No, not with you, Jim. With myself” 

She almost ran out. He heard her Volkswagen 
start. He rubbed his forehead. Women* Damn them. 

He didn’t finish his beer. He nodded at Casey and 
left. He gunned the station wagon toward the cam¬ 
pus. 

Cyn did not come that night, nor did he go to her. 
He slept poorly and his classes did not go well the 
following morning. He knew the trouble was with 
himself, not his students. 

After he had dismissed his last morning session, he 
ran into Melanie Moore in the hall. 

She smiled. “Good morning, Mr, Harrigan,” 

“So it would seem. Miss Moore/* He grinned down 
at her. 

“Oh, perhaps you can help me, I*m going to the 
book room, I ordered some new textbooks about 
three weeks ago, I wonder if they are in/* 

“They ought to be. If you don’t find them, let me 
know/* 

“Thanks. X will," 

He watched her walk dowm the hall, erect, small 
but regal. When she vanished around a corner, he fol¬ 
lowed slowly. 

The book room was down in the basement. 

“Oh, hello again,” Melanie said. 
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"Your books come in?” 

“They seem to have come this morning. They 
weren’t here yesterday,” She smiled up at him . 

The storage room was small. They were alone. Jim 
put his arms around her. His muscles trembled. She 
came willingly into his arms, her own arms and lips 
ready. 

They stood close together, their bodies blending. 
Her lips were warm. Her arms went around his neck, 
tightened. They did not break for some time. 

At last she pressed her face against his shoulder 
and murmured, “Jim, darling, I love you—” 

“Honey, we’ll have to do something about this.” 
His voice was low, eager. 

She stood limply against him. He heard her mur¬ 
mur, “We should get—get to know each other better.” 

“Tomorrow’s Friday. What are you doing over the 
weekend?” 

She raised her head. 

Her eyes studied his. “Do you want to meet me in 
Trisco?” 

“Yes” 

“Saturday—at six?” 

"Where?” 

He could feel her heart beating. He wasn’t the 
only one who was nervous. 

“Til register as Grace Lang—at the St. Alamo hotel. 
Okay?” 

“Okay, baby.” 

She kissed him damply, hurriedly. “I have to run 
now.” She grabbed a book and left. 

Tve got him, her thoughts sang. 

She hurried down the hall to her room. The 
thought struck her that she had, unthinkingly, given 
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the name of the hotel where she and Fred Farmer 
had staged their one-night stands. It was the only 
hotel she knew in ’Frisco. Should she try to change it? 

She decided not to. She could not spend the rest 
of her life running from Fred—or even his memory. 
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Jim said, "1 have to run up to Cal Tech, Cyn. This 
class is getting ahead of me. This old boy has to do 
some boning up Saturday.” 

The quiet California night was opaque against the 
lighted bedroom window. Belatedly, Jim drew the 
heavy drapes. The campus outside was dark, lifeless. 

Gyn killed her cigarette. She lay back and held up 
her arms. “Come and be with me, Jim ” 

Jim pushed back his chair. He stood over her and 
said, “Mama cat ” 

“Yes,” she said huskily. “That’s just what I feel 
like.” 

Jim lay beside her. She wore a flimsy white dress. 
He began playing with its zipper as she squirmed 
close to him, her lips meeting his. Jim held her and 
thought of Melanie Moore, 

When he raised his mouth from hers, she ran her 
hand over his cowlick, pushing it into place. “I 
thought we would spend the weekend together but 
I had a phone call yesterday. Tm invited to a college 
presidents’ meeting in Palo Alto. Vm new, so they 
thought of me at the last moment.” She laughed. 
“Actually, they hate to admit Harling College exists. 
I guess we took too many brains from their educa¬ 
tional mills by offering large salaries.” 
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Jim nodded. Things were working his way, 

""Why don't you get your books at Cal, then run 
down to Palo Alto, and well spend the night there?” 

He considered. His mind cut comers. Finally he 
said, “Here's my plan, Cyn. I'm going to talk to as 
many good men in my field as I can, I intend to do 
that all day Saturday, The ones that aren't in their 
offices I'm going to try to track down, I've got plenty 
of questions to ask. Then I'm raiding Cal s library. 
My work will take me until late tomorrow night,” He 
paused, looking at her lips, “This may sound odd to a 
woman, Cyn, But sometimes a man likes to spend 
some time alone, just thinking” 

She touched his cheek, “No, it doesn’t sound odd 
at all, Jim. I often like to be alone. So if I don’t see 
you tomorrow night I'll probably see you Sunday. 
But I'll be here, not in Palo Alto * 

“I'm sorry,” 

“Sorry? What about?” 

“Well, I like to spend weekends with you ” 

She laughed quietly, “Well make up for it to¬ 
night” 

Her arms and lips grew possessive. Her dress 
vanished under his hands, as did the rest of her 
clothing. His followed. Their bodies merged, 

“Jim?” 

“Yes?” 

“Oh, Jim-” 


She left within the hour. 

Stillness held his cabana. 

Well, he thought, I got around that and easy, too. 
Though he wouldn’t admit it his conscience 
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bothered him. Dammit, if Cyn were only a bitch- 
somebody who threw things, slammed doors—what 
lay ahead wouldn’t hurt a bit. 

He thought of Melanie—and his conscience wilted. 
This time tomorrow night they would be together. 
Because he thought of Melanie, he thought of Fred 
Farmer. 

She might be spending tonight with Farmer. 

But he doubted she was. She had dropped in to 
see him at his office this afternoon on a business pre¬ 
text, and when she had left, he had found a note on 
his desk. 

It held a telephone number. 

The note said: 

Am spending the night with friends in Rich¬ 
mond. You can reach me at the above number. 

But she still might be meeting Farmer tonight. 
One thing was sure, he was not going to check on 
her. He was not clear on why she thought he might 
want to reach her tonight—maybe she was just eager. 
If so, she would be even more eager tomorrow. 

The thought made him grin. Presently he slept. 


Fred Farmer called Melanie Moore at nine Friday 
night. He said, "Christ, what a rough year. All seniors 
and they know all there is to know, not only about 
painting but life in general. What are you doing to¬ 
night—and tomorrow night and the night after that?” 

Melanie had half-expected the call. She should 
have absented herself from the campus. She should 
not have answered the phone. 



138 HARLING COLLEGE 

“I have to go to Santa Barbara. I was just ready to 

^“Santa Barbara? That’s over two hundred miles. 
What’s in Santa Barbara?” 

“An aunt from back east is visiting there. She’s an 
old lady—she must be close to seventy five-and I 
may never see her again. She phoned a few minutes 
ago. She’s leaving Sunday night.” 

“Seventy-five— does she travel alone?” 

“All alone. She’s a tough old girl. She’s got some 
money, too—and I m her favorite niece. 

“I can see your reason for wanting to see her,” he 
said. He paused. “We haven’t been together for a 
long time, honey.” 

“I’ve been so busy.” 

There was a pause. Then "Well, I guess Ill spend 
a lonesome weekend.” 

“Lonesome? With a wife and two lovely kids?” 

She should have let sleeping dogs lie. But some 
hell inside her had spoken, not Melanie Moore. 

“Sarcasm doesn’t fit you,” Fred said at last and 
hung up. 

Pensively she restored the receiver to its cradle. 
She sat for a moment in thought, rubbing her instep. 
Then she told herself, what the hell—he should know 
by now that we’re through . .. 

She stood up, stripping off bra and panties, and 
walked into the shower. 

She turned on the water. 

The phone rang again. Her heart jumped. Jim? 
“Hello.” 

“This is Fred again, baby. I could catch the bus 
down Sunday morning. We could drive back to¬ 
gether.” 
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“Oh, 1 wouldn't put you out that much/' 

His voice toughened. “No trouble at all. Where 
will you be in Santa Barbara? What's the phone 
number?” 

“I don't know, I forgot to ask my aunt when she 
called,” 

“She gave you the house number, didn't she?” 

“Yes,” Her mind tumbled end over end. 

“Yeah, what is it?” 

She knew Santa Barbara slightly. She'd been to 
an NEA meeting there at the new University of 
California at location there. Hurriedly she thought of 
a street name. She added a number to this. He re¬ 
peated it slowly, 

“Oh, please, Fred, darling. Don't come for me” 

“Why not?” Roughly. 

“I just want to be alone for a while. The weekend, 
at least. I want to think,” 

“About what?” 

“Us, of course, sweetheart,” 

“Oh, I see.” Another long pause. “I guess you’re 
right, I haven't talked to Margaret yet,” 

“How is she?” 

“Oh, upset, as usual. Hollers at the lads, the cat 
and me.” 

“That's too bad. Tm really very sorry ” 

“I know you are. Have a nice weekend, sweetheart. 
Goodbye.” 

“Goodbye.” 

The shower, when she got back to it, was too hot. 
She turned on more cold. The temperature adjusted 
to her satisfaction, she stepped into the stall. Sharp 
needles pricked at her skin. She lathered carefully 
and looked down at herself covered with bubbles, 
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moved back under the stinging spray. The water hit 
the bubbles. They broke and ran away* Her body 
emerged from under the lather—it was a kind of 
private striptease. She thought of Jim Harrigan, Her 
eyes closed; her lips parted slightly, Jim would like 
to see this private act of hers, performed for just 
the two of them. Some day he would. 

She thought of Fred Farmer. 

Would the damned blunder-ape call Santa Bar¬ 
bara? She had given him a fictitious house number 
on a real street. Was there such a number? Suddenly 
it bothered her that, in her haste, she had agreed to 
meet Jim at the St, Alamo in Trisco. 

She had better phone Jim. He would know of an¬ 
other place. 

She punished her body with a rough towel. She 
worked diligently, rubbing hard. Her body turned 
a beautiful color. Her flesh was new and fresh* She 
admired herself in the mirror. 

She ought to phone Jim now. 

From her window she could see to Cyn Jamison's 
quarters. They were dark, or Cyn had the heavy 
drapes drawn tightly. 

Cyn might be at Jim’s cabana. 

Jealous anger flashed through Melanie—to be re¬ 
placed by logic. She would not call Jim, Cyn might 
get suspicious if a woman called him up at this hour 
of the night. 

Melanie began packing her bag. She would go to 
Richmond—and perhaps Jim would phone her at the 
number she had given him. If he did not, she would 
register at the St. Alamo as planned. When Jim met 
her, she would suggest their spending the night else- 
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where. She saw now that she would have to break 
fully with the past if she were to have Jim. 

There could be no halfway measures. 

The totally unscientific thought came to her that 
Jim would bring her a sort of rebirth. She laughed 
at the ludicrous notion. 

And for some reason felt thrilled as a child at 
Christmas. 
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She spent a pleasant night, a quiet day, in Richmond. 
Martha Wyman was an old schoolmate. She had 
been an average girl, an average student and was now 
an average housewife. She had married a man who 
liked television and comfort—and Martha. 

Neither Martha nor her husband had much time 
for Melanie—through mutual preoccupation they left 
Melanie free to think of Jim Harrigan. 

She drove off about midaftemoon on Saturday, 
striking out for her new life with Jim. She was caught 
in a traffic jam and reached the St. Alamo a little after 
four. She did not park her Volkswagen in the hotel’s 
underground parking lot, but in a garage two blocks 
away. 

She signed for a room as Grace Lang in a slow, 
easy scrawl, and then the undersized bellboy escorted 
her to her cubicle on the second floor, where she left 
her overnight case and returned to the bar annw 
off the lobby. 

“Screwdriver, please, and easy on the citrus." 

While waiting for the bartender to mix her drink 
she went into the lobby and told the clerk at the 
desk, “If a phone call comes for me, I’ll be in the bar." 

“Yes, Miss Lang,” 

Three men tried to pick her up. She told them she 
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was meeting her husband and was flattered when all 
three proved difficult to discourage. Until she ap¬ 
pealed to the bartender, who turned out to be on the 
side of chastity-at least while on duty. 

After the first screwdriver, others went down easier. 
She realized she would have to control her intake 
and tried to sip. The lobby switchboard kept busy. 
Bellhops paged customers. Each time a name was 
called, she expected it to be her own. 

By twelve minutes to six, she began to worry a 
little. The cold thought came that Jim might have 
gotten fouled up and couldn t come. Cynthia Jamison, 
Melanie realized, was no mean opponent. By six- 
fifteen, Melanie was willing to talk reasonably to 
Cynthia-five minutes later, she was ready to deal. 

At six-twenty and some odd seconds she found a 
bellhop at her elbow. “Miss Lang?” 

“Yes?” 

The bellhop smiled. “I saw you in the lobby—I 
heard you speak to the desk. \our call came in 
Miss Lang.” 

The boy’s face was vaguely familiar—his use of 
her assumed name had a peculiar stress, Melanie 
pulled herself together. She reached into her purse 
and produced a dollar tip. 

If the half-familiar bellhop had half-recognized 
her as formerly almost Mrs. Fred Farmer, all recog¬ 
nition faded at his sight of the green bill. 

“This way, Miss Lang.” 

She pressed the receiver to her ear. 

“Melanie, honey?” 

“Yes, Jim.” 

“Tm calling from a public booth out on the high- 
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way. HI be in town in about fifteen minutes. What’s 
your room number?” 

She told him. 

“I’ll be right there,” he promised. 

“I’ll be waiting.” 

She killed her drink, tipped the bartender and 
crossed the lobby to the elevator. Her room was air- 
conditioned. It held a huge bed with pink spread, 
a couch, two overstuffed chairs, a dressing table 
and stool, not to mention TV and a radio. On this, 
their first night together, she didn’t want Jim to miss 
the comforts of home. 

Comforts of home were probably what he had been 
missing all these years. The screwdrivers had shoved 
her major cares to one side. She stood for a moment, 
finger over lips, debating, a wicked smile on her 
face—should she be a demure, well-dressed school¬ 
teacher when he arrived, or a siren, naked except for 
a thin nylon dressing gown? 

She decided on the siren. 

She primped her hair in front of the mirror. Her 
eyes held slanting bits of fire: the irises were depth¬ 
less pools. 

Her heart was a wild thing, fluttering against her 
ribs. She listened. 

The hall carpet masked his footsteps. But the door 
opened and there he was. 

Jim Harrigan. 

He had brought his tousled hair. He offered her 
his boyish gnn. He said, “Hello, honey— darling!” and 
his eyes took her in. 

Had she been naked, she would not have been as 
alluring. The nylon revealed much, but hid just 
enough. 
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She held out both hands. “Are you glad to see 

He moved forward, smiling. "I should be, shouldn t 
I? When I really see you. But this is an improvement 
over slacks.” 

He took her into his arms. It was only natural that 
her hands slid up to his shoulders and that their lips 

Their ldss held. Again, her tongue raided his, dainty 
and damp and demanding* It became part of him— 
and here there was nothing to stop them. He worked 
her toward the bed, pushed her onto it. He began to 

strip. 

“Did you lock the door?” she asked. 

“Sure did.” He grinned. 

She said, “Oh, yes, I remember-” 

His hands were busy. Her dressing gown had 
parted and she was soft under him* She looked up at 
him with glowing eyes, her hands helping with his 
clothing. He kissed her again, and then, suddenly, 
felt her small body stiffen, become rigid. 

The room was filled with thunder. 

Fred Farmer’s lunge shattered the door. Melanie 

leaped from the bed. 

Fred’s voice was hoarse. I called Santa Barbara. 
There was no such street number in the city directory, 
so I knew vou were playing games. I figured you d 
head for a hotel, and I decided to try this one. I spoke 
to the bellboys—one of them had recognized you. 
You still think I’m stupid, you bitch? What a rotten 
bitch you are I" 

Jim was on his feet. His legs were stiff. For God s 
soke insii'— 

Fred didn’t even glance at him. His enormous left 
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hand grabbed Melanie by the hair. He jerked her 
forward. Her neck was exposed. His right hand came 
came down in a vicious judo cut. 

Jim heard bone snap. 

Melanie’s head was free on her shoulders. Rone 
crackled as her knees buckled and Fred still clutched 
her hair. Then Fred grasped her sagging body. 

Jim stared. 

There was nothing he could do. It had all been 
done—it was over with, 

Jim had seen small battles fought all over the 
world. He had seen senseless barroom killings. But 
he had never imagined that bare hands could kill, 
so swiftly. So wantonly. Fred Fanner had not mur¬ 
dered Melanie—he had destroyed her as a child 
breaks a toy. 

She had become a broken toy. Not even a corpse. 
He watched Fred Farmer. Fred’s mouth worked. 
Saliva dripped down his chin. His eyes were glazed. 
He dropped Melanie. 

She fell in a naked heap. Her head canted off to 
one side. 

Fred looked at Jim. From somewhere his huge 
hand produced a snub-nosed automatic. He pointed 
it at Jim, without saying a word. Then the huge lips 
opened. Words rumbled out. 

What the hell is the use? A woman always lies 
down first, I don’t blame you, Hamgan.” 

Fred put the barrel of the gun against his chest. 
He looked down at the barrel, moved it to the left. 

He pulled the trigger. 
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Jo. spskt the night in the city J* IW" *£ 
him,no.unkindly,“Put“^“^'“ight, bud. 
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You ain't the first man t0 fa “ f “ ^ g d Ws han ds. 

Wm'tKeadSuarters, 1- -<£ 
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you know when Im ready. about forty _ 

The lieutenant-heavy-set, sloe y 

five—said, “Okay, buster ” 

SiSssssss! 

SI next cell was sympathetic. “What 

SSSsfWSS 

hU liL shuddered. By two in the morning all he had 

^etme'speak to dielieutenant,” Jim said. 
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The turnkey vanished, came back and led him 
down the corridor into an office. The sloe-eyed 
lieutenant looked up from his desk. 

Sit down, Harrigan.” 

Jim sat 

The office held a battered desk, some files, a couch 
ot sorts, a few chairs, 

“Are you holding me for anything?” Jim asked. 

The lieutenant stared at him. “Material witness.” 

that means you expect me to testify ” 

“That’s right ” 7 

Suppose I tell you ah I can right now.” 

The heavy face almost smiled. “Lets hear it * 
he lieutenant’s thick forefinger touched a button. 
A male stenographer in a cop’s uniform came in. Tim 
told everything to the smallest detail. The steno’s 
fingers worked swiftly. 

“That s it,” Jim said. 

The lieutenant said, “Type it up.” 

The steno left. Jim sat with his head in his hands. 
The lieutenant turned his attention to other routine 
Uniforms came and went. At last the steno came back 
with Jim s statement 

“Want to read it, Mr. Hamganp’ ’ 

Jim shook his head. 

"Well need your signature.” 

Jim walked to the desk. He was so jittery he could 
hardly sign his name. He looked at the lieutenant. 
^Could I go back to a cell? Any cell? I want to 

“We have a room off there ” the lieutenant said. 

The room was pretty large, contained some chairs 
and a water cooler, and adjoined a john. 

“Make yourself at home.” The lieutenant left 
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Jim hurried to the water cooler. His throat was 
gravel. He drank seven glasses of water. 

6 Then he walked into the John. 

Unde T California law he could make a phone calk 
Under ^amon the minimum, he had 

W?li.<ho.W™* 1 ' 

al0 SUll H he did notfaUike Jleptatog Cynthte She 

rough, but guys have been *«ebef 

desk drawer. Jim saw a fifth of Old 

Crow. 

“Thanks.” , 

The drink made him feel bet e . -ujiocoohic- 

“Drink and dames,” the H«*™j said P ^ ^ 
ally “They get a guy m jail damn easy 
^one. Call somebody.” He smiled. Get out ot my 

shS'dtXme'He SdSsS* number. 
M “S ”Srf, sate" M^said after Jim had told 

J°L Stel “Vou may no. like this, bu, dam- 
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whether you !* e i, or not, r m gDfag pW 

would htVoM™^" 6 hu ”S "P- Cyu 

no point putting it off a Im 6 ’ eventua %- There was 
- *- a »*» 

tWn a “* should have 

done something before he Med ^MeLL - h ° Uld haVe 

the SteSt p y ofatrf mt h "G ‘“ g ° fag '° M her? " 
timing tramp but fhp i * l ^ s S e * sor e at a two- 
Jim sat d7L . T y 7 n * aIw “y s “1 her.” 

"I should have done " head “ his hands, 

he pointed that damn pin™ me." afterwards ' wh ™ 

WhlrsomeSdrpoinif ? C C ° f Uld> Mr ' HarTi « an - 

stand there. Bememher thatlhe 7“' '" st 

“Look for me scavenei “ 1 £” PP ™ S *S* to ’ 
this is Over,” Tj m said 'Tn g u 1 waterfront when 

cheap. Thh ZZ J" f y ™ °t W be ° r b0t,leS ’ 

' The1' he t W ° mW ' W3S g oi "g to L L‘”' e “ y 

The heutenaut had no £u4r to S' 

eaten. Hif ,dwb Se smSt”^trty- Jim had not 

1-x.fel up dully and , ri e d feelih^or WhiSlerS - He 
nead the morning papers?” 

ntenS^yTr^shfriZ 77 ^ » aa » 

did that happen?” tUmed ( ° *• lientenant. 'How 
his story before the paper got^of 
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while, so we kept him out of sight. He wasn’t regis¬ 
tered at the Alamo—that helped.” 

“Is there any chance we can continue to keep Jim’s 
—Mr. Harrigan s—name out of the newspapers?” 

The lieutenant studied her thoughtfully. “There'll 
be a coroner’s inquest this afternoon. I have a deposi¬ 
tion from Mr. Harrigan, signed by him. It doesn’t im¬ 
plicate him in any way. Would you like to read it?” 

Cynthia bit her lip. She glanced at Jim, and for 
the first time since he had known her, her eyes mir¬ 
rored something very close to fear. At last she 
nodded. 

“Very well. Let me see it. Lieutenant ” 

Macklin handed her the typed document and Cyn¬ 
thia bent over it, Jim watched her profile as she 
read. He saw the color creep slowly to her cheeks— 
she did not look up until she had read the last pe¬ 
riod . . . and his signature. When she finally looked 
at him, her eyes held hurt. Jim writhed inwardly. 

Cynthia turned back to Macklin. “I see what yon 
mean. Lieutenant. Mr. Harrigan simply happened to 
be there. Obviously Dr. Moore and this-this Fanner 
person had a long-standing liaison, one that had noth¬ 
ing whatsoever to do with her connection with Har- 
ling College—or even Mr. Harrigan.” 

Macklin smiled. He held out his hand for the docu¬ 
ment, studied it thoughtfully. At last he said, “You’re 
quite correct. Miss Jamison. The physical evidence at 
the scene corroborates Mr. Harrigan’s statement in 
every detail, our crime lab reports. Of course you 
must know that we had to haOe the statement for our 
records and to check against the evidence, since he 
obviously was a witness* 
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Cynthia seemed relieved. “Naturally. It doesn’t 
have to be made public, then.” 

The lieutenant looked up. His sloe-eyes had lost 
their thoughtfulness—they were shrewdly appraising 
as they met hers, “Did you ever do any bargaining. 
Miss Jamison?” 

“I’m afraid I don’t understand.” 

Lieutenant Macklin got to his feet. “Will you step 
into the next room with me, please?” 

Cynthia glanced quickly at Matt, then at Jim. She 
shrugged, followed Macklin, who shut the door be¬ 
hind them. 

Matt sat on the couch beside Jim. He said, “Looks 
like the lieutenant is going to up the ante on her. 
Dammit, Jim—if you ever let her down again I’m 
going to do my best to beat the hell out of you.” 

“My buddy,” Jim said. 


Cyn had arrived in her own car. Matt said goodbye 
to her and Jim on the steps of the police station 
and as they were walking towards the adjacent park¬ 
ing lot and Cynthia’s car, he drove past them and 
away. 

Cynthia asked, "Do you want to drive, Tim, 
honey?” 

He shook his head. “Thanks for the word 'honey.' ’’ 

She slid hehind the wheel. In a moment the Cad 
was moving smoothly through traffic. 

Jim hesitated, then asked, “What did Macklin 
charge you to keep me out of the papers?” 

Cynthia did not take her eyes from die road. “Noth¬ 
ing. He wanted to talk to me about his boy. The 
kid graduates from high school this year and Macklin 
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wants him to go to college.” She paused, concentrat¬ 
ing all her attention on passing a moving van grind¬ 
ing along in the wrong lane, 'The lieutenant gave 
him quite a build-up—the boy had a B-plus average 
and some inclination toward the creative arts. Mack- 
lin has six other children and with his pay the tuition 
fees colleges charge worry him/' She paused again 
before adding: “I invited the boy to Harling, all ex¬ 
penses paid.” 

Jim gritted his teeth. “Don't do it for my sake, 
Cyn* 

Tm not doing it for your sake—I'm doing it for 
the boy's sake, if he's as good as his father thinks. 
Also for the schools sake. We need deserving students 
from all walks of life. I told the lieutenant we d do our 
best for his son. I also told him I thought we had a 
faculty second to none ” 

“What did he say to that?” 

Cynthia shrugged. “If you're wondering about the 
impression you created, he didn't seem to think you d 
behaved too abnormally. Melanie was pretty girl. She 
was also brilliant. Probably not many men would 
have turned down what she had to offer. He thought 
you were lucky not to have tangled with Fred 
Farmer. If you'd fought with him, you would have 
been involved—and nothing could have kept your 
name out of papers.” 

For the next few miles, Jim said nothing. Cynthia, 
too, was silent. Jim studied her covertly—she kept her 
eyes on the road. Her clear-cut profile looked neither 
angry nor disgusted. They came in sight of the rolling 
hill country, covered with live-oaks, 

Jim took a deep breath. “You can let me off any¬ 
where, Cyn.” 
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“Let you off? Why?* 

He shrugged. “Hitching a ride here is as good as 
down the road,* 

Cyn didn't even slow down. After a moment she 
said, “I didn't tell Macklin we were going to be mar¬ 
ried, You and I * 

“Are we, Cyn?" 

Abruptly he was surprised to see her eyes fill with 
tears, “It was you who asked me, Jim* Are you tak¬ 
ing that back? Aren't you through trying to run away? 
Dammit, Jim—I've never had anything in my life that 
I haven't bought. I'm not going to buy you—but be¬ 
fore you get out of this car you re going to have to 
tell me what's wrong with me. Where did I louse 
things up between us?” 

She swung the car sharply off the road, pulled to a 
stop, jammed on the hand brake. 

He stared at her in wonder. He was aware of a 
great inward confusion in which one realization stood 
out starkly—at last he knew what love was. He not 
only saw it in Cynthia—he also recognized it in him¬ 
self, Love was not four walls closing in, imprisoning 
him, but rather a great want and a great giving* 

She came to him a little stiffly at first when he 
reached for her—and at first his own arms were uncer¬ 
tain, as if they didn't quite believe the flash revelation 
that had come to him. Then she melted against him 
and his world rocked a little as everything he had 
ever wondered about slid smoothly into place and 
he realized that he never had been—and never could 
be—unfaithful to Cynthia, 

He kissed her, while traffic swished past them on 
the highway. After a while he drew her over to his 
side of the seat, “I think you'd better let me do the 
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driving from here on,” he said. “I know just where to 
go. There's a little dirt road up ahead. It leads to the 
hills where we had our picnic. Remember what you 
said that time?” 

“Yes, Jim—” 

“Well arrange for the ceremony as quickly as we 
can, but I think our marriage had better start right 
now—under those trees, near that stream. It’s the 
most beautiful place I know.” 

“All right, Jim," Cynthia murmured. 

She stayed where she was while he got out of the 
car, strode around it, and took on the driver’s seat. 


THE END 
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a girl learns all kinds 

of things In COLLEGE...! 


BLONDE, bold and busty-Dorothy Benson^ 
at twenty was the answer to every Inst 
' ins male's prayers. Yet she was 
enough for ambitious Jim Barren He 
used each lovely inch of her, t 
passed on to the green eyes and gre 
pastures of petite Cynthia 

She had a milUon-dollar figure 

.and a .UHon-dollar 

'which, far peculiar reasons ° f ° ’ 

she was spending on a very 
little college. Suddenly Jim found him 
self »anagin| a scnaol full of delight- 
ful co-eds and bewitching young 
teachers. Behind Cynthia’s back, he 
began to taste forbidden sweets, the 
D m cst appetizing of which was a class¬ 
room beauty named Melanie Moore. 1 



All sorts of scandalous doings followed, on and off the campus. 
no girl on the place was safe, and no girl wanted to be. Then, 
one day, Melanie’s shocked fiance visited. The explosive action 
that followed made Jim wonder If he should not run back to 
green-eyed Cynthia - or maybe even to his all-but-forgotten 
blonde Dorothy! 


A BOLD NOVEL WHICH STRIPS THE VEIL FROM THE SO- 
CALLED PRIVATE INSTITUTIONS OF “HIGHER LEARNING.” 
























